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PREFACE 



^. aa.'ft i&iB^MSt' 



HE metaphysical thoughts, and 
illustrations, the laboured, in- 
elegant, and inverted language, 
and the rough and unmusical versification, 
of much of the fashionable poetry of the 
reign of King James I. form a striking conr 
trast to these compo»tions of A. W. in an 
age preceding them. It is true that many 
of them are drawn from the quaint con- 
ceits of the Italian school, founded by the 
illustrious Petrarch, which shade the beau- 
ties and lessen the pathos of the writings of 
that great Poet and his followers. But these 
conceits are very different from the abstruse, 
unintelligible, and disgusting pedantries 



which characterize the verses of Donne, 
and other authors of that class. 

Among the distinct traits in the present 
Poems, is the clearness and flow of the 
language. There is also great ingenuity in 
the conception of many of these little pieces, 
as well as in the conduct of them. Whe- 
ther any, or which of them, are borrowed 
from the Italian, as I am not conversant 
with Italian literature, I cannot pretend to 
enquire. The Lyrics are most to my taste; 
and to some of these I am almost inclined 
to apply the strong term of exquisite. 
Among these, I would point out 

1, "Curd's Marriage with Dissimulation," 
page 37, beginning 

"A new-found match is made of late," 
2. "Ladies' Eyes serve CvfAd both for Darts and Fire," 
page 12, beginning 

" Oft have I muad the cause to find." 
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S. " The more favour he obtains, the more he desire*," 






^Hige 7, begitiiiing 






" As soon may wuter wipe me dry." 






4. "Upon visiting his Lady by Moon-light," 






page tO, Iteginuin^ 






"The night, say all, was made to rest." 






5. " tHspraiie qf Love, and Lovers' Follies," 






page 39, be^ning 






"If LovebeUfe, 1 long to die ' 






6, "In Praise of the Sun," 






page 40, beginniiif; 






'■ The goldeii Sun, that bringa the day." 






7. "TTie Timb qfdead Desire," 






page 50, beginning 






■■ When Venus saw Desire must die." 
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In the Poem at page 6, addressed "To 




T 


his Mistress's Eyes" there occur lines in 






the third stanza, which shew, how, at the 






distance of two centuries, authors may fall 






into the same turn of expression. The 






Poet exclaims, 






"Turn then to me those sparkling eyes of thine. 


. 




And with their fiery glances pierce my heart. 






^ 


J 



Quench oot luy Ught, lest 1 in darkness pinej 
Strike deep, and spare not; pleasant is the smart. 

So by thy looks my life be spill. 

Kill me, as often aa thou wilt. " 

In the Novel of Mary De- Clifford, 
published in 1792, I wrote the following 

Sonnet, addressed to Mary. 

Beam not on me— -those heavenly looks, sweet Maid, 
Beam not on roe, lest lost in bliss, I die! 
StiU as that angel figure I survey'd 
Down the glad dance in graceful motion Syj 

Those flowing ringlets on thy neck display'd; 
That lovely bosom heave the trembling sighj 
Those twinkling feet, that "neath thy garment play'd; 
Celestial beauty met my raptur'd eye. 

But, ahl those tender glances pierce my soul 
M'ith melting pleasure too intense to bearj 

In vain I would my bursting sighs controul. 
And calm the tremblings that my bosom tear. 
O sweetest Mary, spare the liquid fire. 
Those hallow'd glances dartj or I expire! 



No one will suspect me of having bor- 
rowed any expressions from A. W. whose 
poems I had never seen till more than 





■ 
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twenty years after the publication of this 






Sonnet. 






A. "W. almost always begins his poems 






well, so as to make his initial lines striking, 






and full of interest, by their animation and 






harmony. Such as, at p. 29, 




• 


" Fair is thy face; and that thou know'st too w«ll! 






Hard is thy hearty and that thou wilt not know!" 






Again, at page 15, 

'• Smooth are thy looks; ao is the deepest stream!'- 






Again, at page 11, 

" Sweet thoughts, the food, on which I feeding starve." 
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Again, at page 13, 

" I smile sometimes amidst my greatest grief. " 


• 


Again, at page 49, 

"Now have I learn'd with much ado at last," 






Not only here, but for the most part 






throughout his pieces, there is a freedom 






from expletives, feeblenesses, and crude 






and unmanaged phrases, very unusual in 


' 




the writers of so early an age. It must be 






confessed, that they discover nothing of the 






h 


1. 


J 



higher faculties of poetry. Tbey shew ra- 
ther the refined ingenuity of a cultivated 
and moral mind, than the blaze of imagi- 
nation. They never, like Spenser, carry 
the reader away with them into new scenes 
of existence; and flash visions of unborrowed 
lights upon his fancy. But can we often ex- 
pect this degree of excellence? Of the mil- 
lions of mankind bom in literary ages, how 
few arrive at any literary fame ! And of those 
few, how rare are those who have attained 
the character of a poet! And how much 
rarer still, of a poet of the higher orders ! 

But shall we refuse all pleasure, unless 
it be of the most sublime or intense kind? 
Shall we refuse to gather primroses and 
violets in the valleys and meadows, because 
we cannot breathe etherial air on the top 
of Mount Helicon? 




He, who is weighed down by the sor- 
rows of life, who feels relieved even by a 
transient escape from the reflections on his 
own misery, will bless every innocent intel- 
lectual flower which can but for a moment 
captivate his attention. In the mean while 
the worn channel of his thoughts recovers 
something of its yielding limits; and when 
its waves burst back into it, it has strength 
to keep tbem in some order. 

Poetry, which has passed into oblivion, 
has much of the charm of novelty on 
its revival: and what is there more attrac- 
tive to the general taste than novelty? It is 
the only charm of many modem poems: 
and when it is gone, they will sink into a 
grave, from which even the factitious charm 
borrowed from the rust of age will never 
be strong enough to revive them! 
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In the poems of A. W* there is much 
which is valuable to the study of the pro- 
gress of the English language. They fre- 
quently discover a force and polish of dic- 
tion, as well as justness of sentiment, which 
many of that day, who still enjoy an high 
reputation, never reached. There is often 
also, even when intermixed with the quaint 
conceits of his models, a moral pathos 
which is very touching. 

It is, indeed, difficult to conceive, how 
it happened that after the true chords q{ 
the lyre had been struck by Sackville, in 
his Induction and Legend of the Duke of 
Buckingham^ and followed up by Spenser, 
the general poetry of the age did not as- 
sume an higher tone! A great deal of it 
still continued to be dull creeping narrative, 
or prosing morality, without a spark of 



i 



poetical liie. But it was still worse in the 
next reign; tor then they fell into the most 
glaring faults of positive deformity. Dray- 
ton wanted animation and pathos; and 
Daniel wanted fancy. There were mo- 
ments in the youth of George Wither, 
when he drank of the pure stream ; but he 
too often mixed it with a profusion of com- 
mon water, and too often with mud. Wil- 
liam Browne had something of the true 
vein; but he had scarcely strength enough 
to throw off the inciuubency of the baser 
matter of his age. Jonson was a pedant; 
and Lord Brooke was too dark and mys- 
terious. Some of the Dramatists, in the 
lyrics which they introduced into their 
plays, approached nearer to poetry. 

But it is not the business of this Pre- 
face to characterize those who were the 
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rivals or successors of A. W. It is suiR- 
cient to hint a comparison to the Reader. 
The more the language and literary com- 
positions of A. W.'s age are stutUed, the 
better shall we be acquainted with the true 
force of the Enghsh tongue, and the native 
energy of our national genius. 

The mean insinuations by which it is 
endeavoured to keep these treasures within 
the cabinets of a few Collectors, the dis- 
honest artifices by which some of the 
dealers in the stores, that gratify the curi- 
ous, endeavour to decry whatever enlarges 
the communication of that knowledge 
and those enjoyments, which, for their 
own mercenary purposes, tliey would re- 
serve to three or four favoiu'ed and whim- 
sical purchasers, deserve an indignant re- 
probation, to which a long comment would 



' 
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be ill suited. Not another word shall be 
wasted on conduct so illiberal and mean. 

Were the Editor to look to any other 
gratification in the discharge of tasks like 
the present, than the consciousness of hav- 
ing been engaged in occupations neither 
inelegant and inirefined, nor even without 
solid use; experience has taught him that 
such expectations would be utterly vain. 







THE APPENDIX. 

EpR the purpose of ej^iaimng on 
what authority the agnatwe of 
■ ^^^q A. W. is noWyfor the Jirst ttmCf 
affixed to the portion of Davison's Rhapsody 
contained in the present Fbbime, I have inserted 
in tlie following Appendix the copy of a curious 
paper preserved among the Collections ofSir&f- 
monds D'Euies in the British Museum. It was ' 
pointed out tome by the kindness of James Bos- 
well, Esq. who having learned from m^ friend 
Mr. Haslewood my hypothesis that these Poems 
were the composition of Sir Walter Raleigh, 
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hinted to him for my use the information contained 
in a copy of this paper, which he possessed among 
the MSS. of Mr. Mahne. UtmilRng as I was to 
surrender a favourite supposition, I could not on 
examination but feel the force of this document, 
in opposition to the supposed discovery, in which 
I had hitherto indulged. 

fVlio A. W. was remains yet to he made 
out. I cannot think thai he was either Arthur 
Warren, or Andrew Willet; tfie only two poeti- 
cal names recorded in Ritson's Bibliographia, 
with whose initiah this signature agrees. 

It seems, by Davison's Preface, that this 
author was a cotemporary of Sir Philip Sydney. 
That his merits entitled him to be placed high 
ajnong the minor poets of his day, appears to me 
demontrated by the whole tenor of these compo- 
sitions : and the loss of those, which Davison has 




fc_ _A 



not preserved, mutt be the subject of severe re- 
gret. 

TheJivefoVawmg pieces have been ascribed 
to Raleigh, on the authority of the signature of 
Ignoto ; a signature, of which the exclusive ap- 
propriation to that great man m»Kt now be given 
up. 

If love be lifie, I long to die. 
Hy wanton Mum, that whilom wont to sing. 
Now hare I learn'd, with much ado at last. 
The fairest pearls that Northern seas do breed. 
The frozen snake oppress'd with heaped snow. 
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LOGUE OF ALL THE POEMS IN RHYME OR MEASURED 
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|.|J9E - 3, Tht stronger (oe iht horJer fight. 
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^^^s^9 fi. Ay mo, poor Soul, whom bound in iliiful 
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IViiil mi' llii: force of Juno'i jealous ipits. 
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So long I luokt, uid look! ao long Lu rain. ■ 






8 


I euugbl the thing I would not find. 






9 


My heavy thoughU are burlheni to njj brea>l. 






*10 


The flowing wave with wind and tide up cart, 
The warthy Knight with glory >et an fire. 






*H 


Now have I Itatn'd with much ado at lait. 






-la 


Fair i> thy face, and that Ihou know' at too well. 






■ 14 


Oft have 1 maji'd the cause to find. 






' 15 


When will the fonnUin oT my tean bit dry. 






IS 


'Ilie Heathen Godi I'ur Iutv fonook their alatr. 






♦ 17 
IB 


Nay, nay thou itrWbt in vain my lieart. 
When climbiDg Phahus near the middle way. 






■ le 


Unhappy cyei, the camera of luy pun. 






■hiO 


Wbeu Venni >aw Deure muit die. 

Tlie iiunmer lan that lealds the ground wilh hcQ. . 

If tote be life, I long to die. 






■S3 


A> soon may water wipe me dry. 
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t4. The OMire I hwre, tbc More I itill 

* t5. Mine eyes hav« tpenl their tear*, and now we dry. 

* 96. Tkiae eye* to brigbt. 
^ t7. Tbc inaae of beaTcn b out of frame. 

* 28. If mj decay be your encrcate. 
t9. Retire my tboogbts, my weary tboagbts retire. 

* 30. Fain woald I learn of thee, tbon mord*rii^ eye. 

* 81. Sweet love, mine only treasure. 

* 33. Rest, good my Hose, and give me kare to rest. 

* 33. Desire and Hope have moY*d my mind. 
^ 34. Eternal time, that wa^tetb wit boat waste. 

* 35. Wroog'd by Desire, I yielded to Disdain. 

* 36. Sbc only is the pride of Nature's skill. 

* 37. How or wbere hare I lost myself unhappy. «—0 

* 38. Muse not. Lady, to read so strange a metre.-*— U 
39. Hatred eternal, furious reven^re %J 

* 40. The night say all was made for rest. 
^41. Wisdom warns me to shun that once I sought for KJ 

* 43. Sweet thoughts the food on which I feeding starre. 
. 43. Time nor place did I want, that held me tongue-tied. ~->^ 
'44. If love be made of words, or woods of trees. 
' 45. I smile sometime amidst my greatest grief. 

* 46. Some men, they say, are poets bom by kind. 
9f 47. What mov'd me then? say. Love, for thou canst tell. ) Son. 3. 

48. Thus am I free from laws that other bind. 

49. 'Twixt heat and cold, 'twixt death and life. 
60. Were my heart set to practice treachery. 
5 1 . What time Apollo Delphos' isle forsook. 

* 52. All is not gold that shineth bright in show. 

* 63. Cupid, at length I spy thy crafty wile. 



%)))irntih. . 



., Fain vuiild t ipertk, thkt fou might knnw. 
d a fire wiUiln my brvut. 
M Ihc tomb of liim whom Grief bMli ilBin, 



ilnnj 111 






end my tmIIcb cars. 
The fturcit pntli thni Marthem >eu do breed. 
Id t^ my Miue her Feeble win|'> earayi. 
Fair May, the filory uf the year. 
If Wrong by furrc hnil Ju«tiiie put tri flight, 
dent your lids, iiahii|i[iy cyei. 
Why gBir mine eyes with greedy «ght. 



'. My wanton Muar, Ib«t w 
. Ye walli. 



leupfr 



«Sbt. 



i. Death is niy rianm nnuded by Diidiiiii. 
'. My MuKe by thee reitur'd to life. 

il out thy bom, my Muae, blow death and dii 
I . Blow, Fancy bluw, encresse my bot dcsiri^. 
1. The fearful hind, whuni greedy bouadi punac. 
t. Though late my beart, yet turn nt last. 
1. To bim the honour of hia kind. 
I. 'niou|[h nakm) treee item dead to sight. 
I. lliE golden Sun that brings the day. 

tiy hiart nas found within my Mistress' breast. 

t chanc'd of latr a Shepherd's swain. 

itiue own dear T. sometime mine own and dear. 

a vain I live, sitb hjitdw lirvi in nie. ■ 

Jiidain tbal so doth fill me. 

Vho gives a gift to bind a friend thcteby. 
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Out of Anacreon* 

83. Of Atrens sons fidn would I write. 

84. The bull by nature hath his horns. 

85. Of late what time the Bear tum'd round. 
If stepdame Nature have been scant. 



^^^>#»»>*«i<'^«»' 



In the ho9€ Papertf in Quarto, 

* 86. The freezing snake opprest with heaped snow. 
- 87. Break heavy heart, and rid me of this pain. 

* 88. Oft hate I try'd, and still I try in rain. 

* 89* Smooth are thy looks, so is the deepest stream. 
90. That others lore, that hate I most of all. 

9t 9\, Cambridge, worthy Philip, by this verse builds thee an altar. «->U 
9S. It was the time when Winter's cold. 

98. What is the cause why truth doth purchase foes. With the Answ. 

94. When wanton Spring of childish age was past, 

95. All hail, all hail, to Goddess Jnno's grave. 

9S* Lo, from the East myrrh, gold, and spice they bring. 
97. The light that erst in Jewry shinM alone. 
-^98. Bright shines the sun, play. Beggars play. 

99. What shall I think? hath Nature left her kind.^ 

100. Unhappy wretch, what joy remains for thee? '' 

101. The scorching fire of Phcebus* Summer rays. 

^109. O trifling toys, that toss the brun while loathsome life doth last. 

108. All is hut one, and only one is all. 
''104. Sweet is the note of pleasant song. 
-'1 05. Begin and half is done, yet half undone remains. 

106. Enough, enough, sweet Love, I ask no more. 

107. A pain I feel, but where, I cannot tell. 

108. My heavy heart, which Grief and Hope torment. 
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109. What thall I think* have dreami their foice indeed. 

110. Whilft othen ileep their hesTj heads to ease. 

111. Wliat new delight awakes my weary mind, 
lit. The bird that serfes old Satom's graceless son. 
1 18. It is bnt vain to hope for help, I see. 

1 14. 1 loTe to Urtf becanse I lire to love. 

116. In liappy time the wished Esir is come. 

* 1 16. Though lowest trees liave tops, the ant her gall. Ausvftr. 

117. The love of change hath chang'd the world throoghout. 

118. Where ii my Muse that wont to feed my mind. 

119. What can I now suspect, or what can I lear any longer.-^-O 

190. What strange adventore, what new nnlookM-ior airiTal.'—U 

191. Whom can I first aeeose? whose lanlt account I the greatest? - 



•u 



Imperftd fragments. 



Two mortal foes that never erst agreed. 
The tallest trees. 

What thing is Love? a needless idle thought. 
The vain delight that poet's vein doth breed. 
* Where wit is overrurd by will. 
Oft have I heard that want maintains our life. 
Are these the fruits of all my travels long. 
q. In Sommer season, on a sun-shine day. 
Among ten thousand thoughts that vei my troubled mind. 
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T^antlatiotu, 

Two Greek Epigrams. 

The metres of. the third and fourth Books of Boetius's 
de Cotuolatione, being in number 18. 

The Epistle of Sappho to Phaon. 

The Epistle of Helen to Paris. 



In the Paper Book, bound with The Shepherd's Calendar. 

t . ^logne. A little herd-groom for he was no betf . 

S. Eclogue. Upon the Death 0/ Sir Philip Sydney. 
Periut areed what new mischance betide. 

8. Eclogue, ji Fragment concerning Old Age, 

For when thou art not, as thou wont of yore. 

A Settint o/* 8. Te ghastly groTes, that hear my woeful cries. 



A LIST OF A. W.'S POEMS IN DAVISON'S RHAPSODY, 

IN TH£ ORD£B JN WHICH TBBT OCCUR. 

« 

The flgiuet subjoined denote their order in the former Catalogue. 

, 1. It chanc'd of late a Shepherd's swain. 78 

9. Te ghastly groTes, that hear my woeful cries.* Pt^er Book, 

8. A little herd-groom, for he was no bett*. Do. 

4. Periuy areed what new mischance betide. Do. 

5. For when thou art not, as thou wont of yore. Do. 

6. Some men, they say, are poets bom by kind. 46 

7. What moT'd me then? say. Lore, for thou canst tell. 47 

8. Thus am I free firom laws that other bind. 48 

9. Sweet loTe, mine only treasure. 81 

« Signed F. D. In DwnmmH JUmptod^. 
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10. Fain would I learn of thee, tbon nrard'Ting eye. SO 

11. At soon maj water wipe me dry. SS 
IS. The imirest pearli that Northern leai do breed. 59 
IS. My heart was found within my Lady's breast. 77 

14. Thine eyes so bright. t6 

15. Time nor place did I want, what held me tongue-tied. 49 

16. Sweet thoughts the food on which I feeding starve. 4S 

17. If loTe be made of words, as woods of trees. 44 

18. Oft have I mns'd the cause to find. 14 
19* I smile sometimes amidst my greatest grief. 45 

90. Desire and Hope have moT'd my mind. SS 

91. She only is the pride of Nature's skill. 36 
99. Smooth are thy looks, so is the deepest stream. 89 
9S. How, or where have I lost myself? Unhappy. S7 

94. Mote not. Lady, to read so strange a metre. S8 

95. Wrong'd by Desire, I yielded to Disdain. S5 

96. The lore of change hath chang'd the world throughout. 117 

97. Unhappy eyes, the causers of my pain. 119 
96. The night, say all, was made to rest. 40 
99. The summer sun, that scalds the ground with heat. 91 

50. When will the fountain of my tears be dry? 15 

51. The froxen snake opprest with heaped snow. 86 
S9. If my decay be your encreaae. 98 
38. Close your lids, unhappy eyes. 68 

54. Cupid, at length, I spy thy crafty wile. 5S 

55. If lore be nothing but an idle name. 57 
86. Fair is thy face, and that thou know'st too well. IS 
S7. Disdain that so doth fill me. 81 
88. All is not gold that shineth bright in show. 59 
89* My wauiton Muse, that whilom wont to sing. 66 

40. In happy time the wished Fair is come. 115 

41. My heavy heart, which Grief and Hope torment. 108 
49. A new-found match is made of late. 4 
48. If love be life, I long to die. 99 

44. The golden Sun that brings the day. 76 

45. Rest, good my Muse, and give me leave to rest. 89 

46. Mine eyes have spent their tears, and now are dry. 95 

47. Break, heavy heart, and rid^me of this pain. 87 



6 ftpyeiidix. 



T^antlatiotu. 

Two Greek Epiptuns. 

The metres of. the third and fourth Boola of Boetius's 
de Cotuolatione, being in number 18. 

The Epiftle of Sappho to Phaon. 

The Epiftle of Helen to Paris. 

In the Paper Book, bound with The Shepherd's Calendar. 

t. ^logoe. A little herd-groom for he was no bett*. 

S. Eclogue. Upon the Death of Sir Philip Sydney. 
Perin» areed what new mischance betide. 

8. Eclogue, ji Fragment concerning Old Age, 

For when thou art not, as thou wont of yore. 

A Seetine o/* 8. Te ghastly groTes, that hear my woeful cries. 



A UST OF A. W.'S POEMS IN DAFISON^S RHAPSODY^ 

IN THE OBD£R JN WHICH TBBT OCCUR. 

* 

The flgiuet sulyoined denote their order in the former Cstalogve. 



1. It chanc'd of late a Shepherd's swain. 

9. Te ghastly groTes, that hear my woeful cries.* 

3. A little herd-groom, for he was no bett'. 

4. Perin, areed what new mischance betide. 

5. For when tbon art not, as thou wont of yore. 

6. Some men, they say, are poets bom by kind. 

7. What moT'd me then? say. Lore, for thou canst tell. 

8. Thus am I free firom laws that other bind. 

9. Sweet love, mine only treasure. 
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Book. 
Do. 
Do. 
Do. 

46 
47 
48 
81 
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10. Fain would I learn of thee, tbon miird'ring eye. 80 

11. At soon may water wipe me drj, 88 
IS. The £gurest pearli that Northern leai do breed. 59 
18. My heart was found within my Lady's breast. 77 

14. Thine eyes so bright. 86 

15. Time nor place did I want, what held me tongue-tied. 49 

16. Sweet thoughts the food on which I feeding starre. 48 

17. If loTe be made of words, at woods oi treet. 44 

18. Oft have I mut'd the cauie to find. 14 

19. I smile sometimes amidst my greatest grief. 45 

90. Desire and Hope have mov'd my mind. 88 

91. She only is the pride of Nature's skill. 36 
S9. Smooth are thy looks, so it the deepest stream. 89 
98. How, or where have I lost myself? Unhappy. 87 

94. Mote not. Lady, to read so strange a metre. 86 

95. Wrong'd by Desire, I yielded to Disdain. 85 

96. The lore of change hath chang'd the world thioughoiit. 117 
97* Unhappy eyes, the caotert of my pain. 119 

98. The night, tay all, wat made to rest. 40 

99. The summer son, that scalds the ground with heat. 91 

80. When will the fountain of my tears be dry? 15 

81. The frosen snake opprest with heaped snow. 86 
89. If my decay be your encrease. 96 
SB. Close your lids, unhappy eyes. 68 

84. Cupid, at length, I spy thy crafty wile. 58 

85. If lore be nothing but an idle name. 57 

86. Fair it thy face, and that thou know'st too well. 18 

87. Disdain that so doth fill me. 81 

88. All is not gold that shineth bright in show. 59 
89« My wanton Muse, that whilom wont to sing. 66 

40. In happy time the wished Fair is come. 115 

41. My heavy heart, which Grief and Hope torment. 106 
49. A new-found match is made of late. 4 
48. If love be life, I long to die. 99 

44. The golden Sun that brings the day. 76 

45. Rest, good my Muse, and give me leave to rest. 89 

46. Mine eyes have spent their tears, and now are dry. 95 

47. Break, heavy heart, and rid^me of this pain. 87 



SppeitliU. 



Tranilalimi. 

Two Greek Epigrenu. 

Delretof tlie tblrd tai faurlb Booki at Batt 

it CniUBliitiinu, bcrng in ODmber IS. 

The Epiltle of Sappho to Pluari. 

Thr Epittle of Helen to Paris, 
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10. Fain would I learn of thee, tbon miird'ring eye. 80 

1 1. At soon may water wipe me diy. SS 
IS. The £gurest pearli that Northern leai do breed. 69 
IS. My heart wai found within my Lady's breait. 77 

14. Thine eyei ao bright. 86 

15. Time nor place did I want, what held me tongue-tied. 49 

16. Sweet thought! the food on which I feeding ftarre. 48 

17. If loTe be made of words, at woods of treet. 44 

18. Oft have I mut'd the came to find. 14 

19. I tmile tometimet amidst my greatest grief. 45 

50. Desire and Hope have moT'd my mind. 88 

51. She only is the pride of Nature's skill. 36 
SS. Smooth are thy looks, so it the deepest stream. 89 
S8. How, or where IwTe I lost myself? Unhappy. 87 

54. Muse not. Lady, to read so strange a metre. 86 

55. Wrong'd by Desire, I yielded to Disdain. 85 

56. The lore of change hath chang'd the world throughout. 1 17 

57. Unhappy eyes, the canters of my pain. 119 

58. The night, say all, was made to rest. 40 

59. The summer son, that scalds the ground with heat. SI 

80. When will the fountain of my tears be dry ? 16 

81. The frosen snake opprett with heaped snow. 86 

85. If my decay be your encreate. S8 

39. Close your lids, unhappy eyet. 68 
84. Cupid, at length, I spy thy crafty wile. 68 

86. If lore be nothing but an idle name. 57 

86. Fair it thy lace, and that thou know'st too well. 18 

87. Disdain that so doth fill me. 81 

88. All is not gold that shineth bright in show. 5S 
89* My wanton Muse, that whilom wont to sing. 66 

40. In happy time the wished Fair is come. 115 

41. My heavy heart, which Grief and Hope torment. 108 
48. A new-found match is made of late. 4 
48. If love be life, I long to die. 88 

44. The golden Sun that brings the day. 76 

45. Rest, good my Muse, and give me leave to rest. 88 

46. Mine eyes have spent their tears, and now are dry. 85 

47. Break, heavy heart, and rid.me of this pain. 87 
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"Twiit heat and cold, 'twin death and lift. 


49 
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If meatu be ooae to end my ntticH carr. 
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ye »all<, .hat .hot »e np ftnB ughtdf men. 
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Si 


-nioogh naked Ireei teem dud to tight. 
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NaT, oaf, thoD tlrif'it in raia, mj heart. 
Wudom wBiiu mi to ihiui Ibat ooce I MMgbl for. 
Now have 1 iMTD-d with miu* ado at but. 
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»n« jiut disdain began to rite. • 
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When Venn. ia« D«ire mnit die. 


SO 
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Of Alreni' loni bin woold I mile. 


83 




69 


The ball bj DBtare balh hii honii. 

Of late what lime the Bear tum'd round. 
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Si 


The lone,! rteej have lop., the aat her gall. 
Brigbl ihinei the ion, play, Besgar., play. 


lie 
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Cambridge, worthy Philip, by thii Tene boild. thee an altar. 
What can I now luipect, or what cao 1 fear any longer. 
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What itrange advenlare, what new unrook'd.for arriral. 
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67 


Wham can I Gril accuie? whoie fault account I the grealeat? 
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68 


Elemal lime, that waaUtb without watte. 


34 
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O trifling loyi, that loii Uie braini. 


101 
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Ay me, pour Sool, whom boand in (infnl chaini. 
Haired eternal, furioua revenge. 


39 
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Id .ain I live, >itb (orrow litet in nic. 


80 
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If Wrong by forcr had Justice put to flight. 


69 
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If itepdiUBe Nature hate been icaDt. 
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Death t> my doom axirded by Diidain. 


68 
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Thuugh Ute my hfarl, yet turn at lail. 
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rfte Poenu of ^, If'. omiUed by DavUon appear to be 






1 . 1 WOUJ.D not li»f, and loath I am to dit. 






9. 1 lore and hate the >elf •unt thing. 3 
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a. The itroDg^r f«j tl« harder fiRlii, 






4. Wail mttbe farce of Juuo'jjcijounpitt. 






fi. So lung 1 iDokt, and Imkt >u long in rain. 






S. I MUghl the thing 1 would Dot find. 






7. Mj heavy tlioughu Me burlhrai to my breut. 






8. Tb« flowing wave with wind nnd tide Up cait. 
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3. The worthy KnigUl wilb glory >et on fire. 
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10. The Heathen Codi for love fanook their atale. 
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11. Wbca |liiDbing Pbsbui near the middle way. 
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IS. The more I have, the more I still de*ire. 


94 




la. The frame of heaven i> out of frame. 


97 




14. Retire my tlioughli, my weary thought retire. 


99 




IS. Were my heart let lo practice tieacheiy. 


SO 




16. Wbal time Apollo Delphoi' iile fanook. 


SI 




17. Fain would 1 apeak, tliat yau might know. 


64 




18. I feed a fire within my bremt. 


65 




IS. Behold the tomb of him whom Grief bath lUia. 
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iO. In vain my Mme her feeble wing* tmy.. 
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SI. Fair Hay, Ibe gloty of the year. 
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84. Why gue mine eye. with greedy lighl. 
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tS. To love it il a grievoui pain. 
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S4. Wind out tby born, my Muie, blow death and dire auuo 
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ti. Blow, Fancy blow, increaie my bat dciire. 
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*6, The fearful bind, whom greedy bounOi puriut. 


79 




87. To bim the honour of hi* kind. 
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98. Mine own dear F. tometime mine own and dear. 
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as. Who givBi a gift to bind a friend thereby. 
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SO. Oft have 1 tried, and itill i (17 in vain. 


PH 




31. That othera lore, that hate 1 matt of all. 


yu 




39. It wai the time when Winter'i cold. 
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as. What ii the cauie why truth doth purchase (oei .' 
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34. When wanton Spring of cbildiib age wai pait. 


!t4 




as. All hail, all hail, tu Goddrii Juno'i grave. 
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as. Lo, from the Eait, myrrh, gold, and ipice Ibey btinji. 
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37. The light that etil in Jewry ihin'dalnne. 


97 




39. What .hall 1 think.' hath Nature left ber lind ' 


9P 




.19. Unhappy wretch, what joy remaini for thre ! 
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to. The itorcliing fire of PhiEbui" Summer rsyi. 
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hat art dcligbt awokei mi wtuy mind. 
re bird tbat serrci old Sotarn*! gracclru t 
ia but yaia lo hope for help, I tec. 
OTC Ut Int, becailK I lite to lore. 
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Hopeless Desire soon withers and dies 46 
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Being scorned and disdained, he inveighs against his Lady. ib. 

Ode XIV. . The Tomb of Dead Desire 50 

An Altar and Sacrifice to Disdain, for freeing him from 

Love 5^ 
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ODES, 

ELEGIES, 

AND 
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SONNETS, ODES, ELEGIES, 
AND OTHER POESIES. 

BY A, W. 




,/y nadi Aim a Pb,I, and Ihni all ,orl, of Vrrm, Uth 
Rhymt and Miaiurt, agree wUA Ail Ludf, 
SONNET I. 

OME men, they say, are poets born by 

And suck that science from their mother's 

An eaay art, that comes with so great 
rest, 
And happy men to so* good hap assign "d. 
Id some, desire of praise inflames the mind, 
To climb with pnin Parnassus' double crest: 
Some hope of rich rewards hath so possest. 
That gold, in Castal* sands, they seek to find. 
Me, neither Nature hath a poet made, 
Nor love of glory mov'd to learn the trade. 
Nor thirst of gold persuaded me to wrhej 
For Nature's graces are too fine for mC} 
Praise like the peacock's pride herself to seej 
Desire of gain the basest mind's delight. 





4 Bafitoott'0 ^Poetical Stj^apisol^s. 


SONNET II. 


^Vhat mov*d me then? say. Love, for thou canst tell) 


Of thee I learned this skill, if skill I have. 


Thou know'st the Muse, whose help I always crave 


Is none of those that on Parnassus dwell. 


My Muse is such as doth them all excel; 


They all to her alone their cunning gave. 


To sing, to dance, to play, to make so brave^ 


Thrice threefold Graces her alone befel. 


From her do flow the streams that water me; 


Her*s is the praise, if I a poet be; 


Her only look both will and skill doth give. 


What marvel then, if I those laws refuse. 


Which other poets in their making use. 


Since by her looks I write, by which I live! 


SONNET III. 


JL HU8 am I free from laws that other bind, 


Who diverse verse to diverse matter frame; 


All kind of styles do serve my Lady's name; 


What they in all the world, in her I find. 


The lofty verse doth shew her noble mind. 


By which she quencheth Love's enraged flame; 


Sweet lyrics sing her heavenly beauty's lame; 


The tender elegy speaks her pity kind. 


In mournful Tragic Verse for her I die; 


In Comic she revives me with her eye; 
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All serve my Goddess both for mirth and moan; 


Each look she casts doth breed both peace and strife; 


Each word she speaks doth cause both death and life; 


Out of myself I live in her alone. 


ODE I. 


• 

fThere hi* -Lady keep* hi* Heart. 


iSwEBT Love, mine only treasure, 


For service long unfeigned. 


Wherein I nought have gained^ 


Vouchsafe this little pleasure. 


To tell me in what part^ 


My Lady keeps my heart. 


If in her hair so slender^ 


Like golden nets intwined. 


Which fire and art have fined. 


Her thrall my heart I render. 


For ever to abide 


With locks so dainty tied. 


If in her eyes she bind it. 


Wherein that fire was framed. 


By which it is inflamed. 


I dare not look to find it; 


I only wish it sight. 


To see that pleasant light. 


• 



l>iH|w*l lltctif ■! Ii|if«lf 



Bui if tier breast have deigned 

With kindneM to recdve it, 

I am content to leave it, 

Tliough deatii thereby were gained: 
Then, Lady, take your own. 
That lives for you alone. 
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TO HXB S7E8. 

r AiN would I team of thee, thou murd'ring eye, 
Mliflher thy glance be fire, or dse a dart: 
For with thy look in flames thou mak'st me fry. 
Ami with the same thou strik'st me to the heart. 

l^nr^d with thy looks I bum in fire. 

And >*et those looks I still ^esire. 



The fly. that buxieth round about the flame, 
Kno\i» not. pcx>r soul, she gets her death thereby^ 
I !iee luy death, and seeing, seek the same. 
And s<H'king, tind» and finding, choose to die. 

That when thy looks my life have slain. 

Thy looks may give me life again. 

Turn then to me those sparkling eyes of thinej 
And with their fiery glances pierce my heart. 
Ouenc'h not my light, lest I in darkness pine; 
Strike dtH'p and spare not; pleasant is the smart. 

So by thy looks my life be spilt. 

Kill me as often as thou wilt. 







The senseless stone that from on high 

Descends to earth below. 
With greater haste itself doth ply. 
The less it hath to go: 
So feels desire 
Encrease of fire. 
That still with greater force tloth burn, 
Till all into itself it turn. 

The greater favour you bestow. 

The sweeter my delight; 
And by de%ht Desire doth grow. 
And growing gathers might. 
The less remains. 
The more my pains. 
To see myself so near the brink. 
And yet my fill I cannot diinV. 
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Love but thyself, and love thyself alone; 
For save thyself, none can thy love requite: 
All mine thou hast, but all as good as none. 
My small desert must take a lower flight. 

Yel if thou wilt vouchsafe my heart such bliss. 

Accept it for thy prisoner as it is. 



HIS HEART ARRAIGNED OF THEFT, 
AND ACQUITTED. 

J>1t heart was found within my Lady*s breast. 
Close couch*d for fear that no man might him see. 
On whom Suspect did serve a straight arrest. 
And, felon-like, he must arraigned be. 
What could he mean so closely there to stay. 
But by deceit to steal her heart away? 

The Bench was set, the Prisoner forth was brought. 
My Mistress* self chief Judge to hear the cause: 
Tk* endictment read, by which his blood was sought. 
That he, poor Heart, by stealth had broke the laws: 

His plea was such as each man might descry; 

Fbr grace and ruth were read in neither eye. 

Yet forced to speak, his farther plea was this. 
That sore pursued by me that sought his blood. 
Because so oft his presence I did miss. 
Whilst, as he said, he labour*d fbr my good: 
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And plead for remedy by irue lamenting? 
Dumb, nay dead, in a trance I stood amazed, 
When those looks 1 beheld that late I long'd For, 
No Speech, no Memory, no Life remained; 
Now Speech prateth apace, my grief bewraying; 
Now bootless Memory my plaints rememb'reth; 
Now Life moveth again, but all avails not. 
Speech, Life, and Memory die altogether; 
Wth Speech, Life, Memory, Love only dies not. 



DEADLY SWEETNESS. 

iSwEET thoughts, the food on which I feeding stane; 
Sweet tears, the drink that more augments my thirst; 
Sweet eyes, the stars by which my course doth swerve; 
Sweet hope, my death, which wast my life at first; 

Sweet thoughts, sweet teitra, sweet hope, sweet eyes. 

How chance that death iu 



VERBAL LOVE. 

J.F Love be maiJe of words, aa woods of trees. 

Who more belov'd than It 
If Love be hot where true Desire doth freeze. 

Who more than she doth fry? 
Are drones that make no honey counted bees? 

Is running water dry? 
Is that a gainful trade that has no fees! 

He live, that dead doth lie! 



^ 
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What else but blind is he that nothing 
But deaf that hears no cry? 
Such is her vowed love to me. 
Yet must I think it true to be. 



^^<#^*#«^^'^^S^^^S^^«^»»^^^l^»^^^^<^«^ 



Ladies* Eyett serve Cupid both for Darts amd Fire. 

Oft have I mus*d the cause to find^ 
Why Love in Ladies* Eyes doth dwell: 
I thought^ because himself was blind. 
He look*d that they should guide him well. 
And sure his hope but seldom failsj 
For Love by Ladies* Eyes previuls. 

But Time, at last, hath taught me wit. 

Although I bought my wit full dear j 

For by her Eyes my heart is hit; 

Deep is the wound though none appear. 
Their glancing beams as darts he throws. 
And sure he hath no shidFts but those. 




I mus*d to see their Eyes so bright. 

And little thought they had been fire 3 

I gaz'd upon them with delight. 

But that delight hath bred desire: 
What better place can Love require. 
Than that where grow both shafts and fire? 
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LOVE'S CONTRARIETIES. 

X SMILE sometimes amidst my greatest griefs 
Not for Delight, for that long since is fledj 
Despair did shut the gate against relief. 
When Love at first, of Death the sentence read. 
But yet I smile sometimes in midst of pain. 
To think what toys do toss my troubled head, 
How^ most I wish, that most I should refitdn. 
And seek the thing that least I long to tind| 
And find the wound by which my heart is slain. 
Yet want both skill and will to ease my mind: 
Against my will I burn with free consent, 
I live in pain, and in my pain delight; 
I cry for death, yet am to live content; 
I hate the day, yet never wish for night; 
I freeze for cold, and yet refrain the fire; 
I long to see, and yet I shun her sight; 
I scald in sun, and yet no shade desire; 
I live by death, and yet I wish to die; 
I feel no hurt, and yet for help enquire; 
I die by life, and yet my life defy. 

Htu, oofor ooli MMiw tue mti. 



ODE in. 
DESIRE AND HOPE. 

XJbsirb and Hope have mov*d my mind. 
To seek for that I cannot find. 
Assured fedth in woman-kind; 

• ' Now, 4th. 




And love with love rewarded: 
Self-love» all but himself disdains; 
Suspect as chiefest virtue reigns; 
Desire of change unchang*d remains. 

So light b love regarded. 

True friendship is a naked name. 
That idle brains in pastime frame; 
Extremes are always worthy blame; 

Enough is common kindness. 
What floods of tears do lovers spend? 
What sighs from out their hearts they send? 
How many may, and will not mend? 

Love is a wilful blindness. 

What is the love they so desire? 
Like love for love, and equal fire: 
Good loving worms, which love require. 

And know not when they have it: 
Is love in words? fair words may feign: 
Is love in looks? sweet looks are vain: 
Both these in common kindness reign. 

Yet few or none so crave it. 

Thou would*8t be lov*d, and that of one. 
For vice! Thou may*st seek love of none. 
For virtue! Why of her alone? 
I say no more, speak you that know the truth. 
If so great love be aught but heat* of youth? 



V Fear, 8d. 



f Bat of, 4th. 
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MADRIGAL III.* 
Her praise is in her wani* 

iShb only is the pride of Nature's skill: 
In none but her, all Graces friendly meet. 
In all save her, may Cupid have his willj 
By none but her, is Fancy under feet. 

Most strange of all her praise is in her want; 

Her heart> that should be flesh, is Adamant. 



^^»i»i^^^^^<»'^»^^^«'»^i»^^>^^^i#<^»'^ 



Her outward gesture deceiving his inward hope. 

iSmooth are thy looks, so is the deepest stream; 

Soft are thy lips, so is the swallowing sand; 

Fair is thy sight, but like unto a dream; 

Sweet is thy promise, but it will not stand. 
Smooth, soft, fSeiir, sweet, to them that lightly touch. 
Rough, hard, foul, sour, to them that take too much. 

Thy looks so smooth have drawn away my sight: 
Who would have thought that hooks could so be hid? 
Thy lips so oft have fretted my delight^ 
Before I once suspected what they did. 

Thy face so fair hath burnt me with desire; 

Thy words so sweet were bellows for the fire. 



And yet I love the looks that made me blind; 
And like to kiss the lips that fret my life; 



i#«».«i#>^i^^«»#i»i#'»4 



»^i»'^»<^#»i»»#i»»»#»i»»^»»»»»#»^'»»»^i» 



• Elegy III. in edit. 1611. 
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In heat of fire an ease of heat I find^ 
And greatest peace in midst of greatest strife. 
That if my choice were now to make again^ 
I would not have this joy without this pain. 



^«^^'^^>#»^«^^»^Ol^»^<J<»^«^S»^»»»^ ^^^^■^ 



PHALEI7CIACKS II. 

xlow, or where have I lost myself> Unhappy! 
Dead, nor live am I neither, and yet am both. 
Through despair am I dead, by hope revived; 
Weeping wake I the night from even to morning; 
Sighing waste I the day from mom to evening. 
Tears are drink to my thirst, by tears I tliirst more; 
Sighs are meat that I eat; I hunger eating; 
Might I, O that I might refrain my feeding. 
Soon would ease to my heart by death be purchas*d. 
Life and light do I lack, when I behold not 
Those bright beams of her eyes, Apollo dark*ning: 
Life and light do I lose when I behold them. 
All as snow by the sun resolv'd to water. 
Death and life I receive, her eyes beholding; 
Death and life I refuse, not in beholding; 
So that, dead or alive, I may behold them. 



*»»»^«»^*»^»^«»<i^»»»^»#^^^<»i^^>i»^^ 



L'ENVOT, m rkpidHg PkaieueiacJU, 

JllusB not. Lady, to read so strange a metre; 
Strange grief, strange remedy for ease requireth; 



^ornie toritltn is ^- ^- - 



WTien sweet joy did abound, 1 writ ihe sweeter; 
Now that weareth away, my Muse retireth! 

In you lies it alone to cure my sadness; 

And therewith to revive my heart with gladness. 



SONNET III- 
DESIRE HATH CONQUERED REVENGE. 
WeoNa'D by Desire, 1 yielded to Disdain, 

Who call'd Revenge to work my spite thereby. 

Rnsh was Revenge, and aware Desire should die; 

No price nor prayer his pardon might obtain: 
Down to my heart in rage he hastes amain, 

And stops each passage, lest Desire should fly; 

Within my ears disdainful words did lie; 

I'roud looks did keep mine eyes with scornful train. 
Desire, that erst but flicker'd in my breast; 

And wanton-like now prick"d, now gave me rest; 

For tear of death sunk deeper in my heart: 

There reigns he now, and there will reign alone. 
Desire is jealous, and gives part to none; 
Nor he from me, nor I from him can start. 



THAT HE IS UNCHANOSABLE. 
Jl HE love of change hath chong'd the world throughout; 
And nought is counted good, but what is strange: 
New things wax old, old new, all turn about. 
And all things change, except the love of change. 



^ 
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True love with age doth daily clearer see; 
Then as I am, so will I always be. 

What gain*d fidr Cresside by her faithless change^ 
But loss of fiime^ of beauty, health, and life? 
Mark Jason*s hap, that ever loy'd to range; 
That lost his children, and his princely wife. 

Then change farewell, thou art no mate for me; 

But as I am, so will I always be. 



TO HIS ET£S. 

Unhappt Eyes, the causers ^ of my pain. 
That to my foe betray'd my strongest hold. 
Wherein he like a tyrant now doth reign. 
And boasts of winning that which treason ^ sold. 
Too late you call for help of me in vain. 
Whom Love hath bound in chains of massy gold; 
The tears you shed increase my hot desire. 
As water on the smithy kindles fire. 

The sighs that from my l^eart ascend. 
Like wind, disperse^ the flame throughout my breast; 
No part is left to harbour quiet rest; 

I bum in fire, and do not spend; 
Like him, whose growing maw 
The vulture still doth gnaw. 



• Omitted, 4tb. 
k BcMOD, 4th. 



I CMuer, 4tb. 
1 Difpciit, 4th. 
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ODE lY. 
Upon visiiing kit Ladjf by Moom-Ugkt, 

J. HE night, say all, was made to rest} 
And so say I, but not for all: 
To them the darkest nights are best. 
Which give them leave asleep to fiUl. 
But I, that seek my rest by light. 
Hate sleep, and praise the clearest night. 

Bright was the Moon, as bright as day; 

And Venus glister*d in the West; 

Whose light did lead the ready way. 

That brought me to my wished rest. 
Then each of them increas*d their light. 
While I enjoy*d her heavenly sight. 

Say, gentle Dames, what"* mov'd your mind 

To shine so bright above your wont? 

Would Phoebe fiBiir En^ymion find? 

Would Venus see Adonis hunt? 
No, no, you feared, by her sight. 
To lose the praise of beauty bright. 



At last, for shiame you shrunk away. 
And thought to reave the world of light: 
Then shone my Dame with brighter ray. 
Than that which comes from Phoebus* sight: 
None other light but her's I praise. 
Whose nights are clearer than the days. 

■ Who, 4th. 



^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 
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UPON HER ABSENCE. 

J. HE summer sun, that scalds the ground with heat. 
And burns the grass, aod dries the river's source; 
With milder beams the farthest earth doth beat. 
When through the frozen goat he runs his course. 
The fire, that burns whatever comes to hand. 
Doth hardly heat that farthest off doth stand. 

No so, the heat that Bets my heart on tire. 
By distance, slakes, and lets me cool again: 
But still, the fiirther oEf the more desire. 
The absent fire doth burn with hotter pain. 
My Lady's presence burnt me with desire^ 
Her absence turns me into flaming fire. 

Who so hath seen the flame that bumeth bright, 
By outward cold in narrow room supprest. 
Increase in heat, and rage with greater might, 
May guess what force of fire torments my breast; 
So run the swelling streams with double force, 
Where locks or piles are set to stay their course. 

For when my heart perceiv'd her parting near, 
By whose sweet sight he lives that else should die. 
It clos'd itself to keep those beams so clear. 
Which from her look had piercd it through the eye: 
The fiery beams, which would break out so fain. 
By seeking vent, increase my burning pain. 




• 






L 


J 



But if iny Dear retnni mSvK and aoond. 
That these mine ejta luaj me her beauty briglit, 
Hy heart shall spread with joj that shall aboond. 
And opea wide, recemng deaier light. 
She shall lecorer that which I poaacw. 
And I thereby enjoy no whit the ku. 



AMMm f AaM ker bnc t» Hit. 
Whbn will the fountain of my tears be dry> 

When will my sighs be spent? 
When will Deaircagree to kt me die? 
When will thy" heart relent! 
It is not for my life I plead, 
Smce Death the way to rest doth lead; 
But stay for thy consent. 
Lest thou be discontent. 

For if myself without thy leave I kill, 

Hy ghost will never rest: 

So hath it sworn to work thine only will; 

And holds that ever best. 

For since it only lives by thee. 

Good reason thoa the ruler be; 

Then ^ve me leave to die. 

And shew thy power thereby, 

■ Ur. 3d and 4tb. 
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My restless sighs break out so fast. 
That time tn hreuthe they quite deny; 
Mine eyes so nmay iwtra have cast. 
That now the springs themselves are dry. 
Then grant some little ease from pain. 
Until the springs be full again. 

'I'lie ginnt whom the vulture gnaws. 

Until his heurt be grown, hath peace; 

And Sisyphus by hellish laws, 

Whilst that the alone rolls down doth cease. 
But all ill vain I strive for rest, 
Which breeds more sorrow in my brenst. 

Let my detay be your increase. 

Let my distress be your delight; 

Let war in me procure your peace, 

Let wrong in me to you be righti 
That by my grief your joy may live. 
Vouchsafe some little rest to g^ve. 




ODE VII. 

UNHAPPY EYES. 
C'LOSB your lids, unhappy Eyes, 
From the sight of such a change : 
Love liath learned to despise; 
Self-conceit hath made him strange: 
Inward now his sight he turneth. 
With himself in love he burneth. 












i 
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If abroad he Bemtr spy. 
As by cbanee he looks abroad^ 
Or il is wfocuriit bf his eve. 
Or fiifc'd out bjr painter^s finad: 
Save himself, none £nr, he 
That himsdf too much csteemeth. 



Coy Disdain hath Kindness* 

Kindness fim'd to hide his head: 

True Desire is counted base; 

Hope with hope is hardhr led: 
Love is thought a fury needless. 
He that hath it, shall die speedless. 

Then mine Eyes, why gaze yoo so? 

Beaaty sooms the tears yoo shed; 

Death yon seek to end my woe; 

O that yon of death were sped: 

But with Lore hath Death conspred. 
To kill none whom Love have fired. 



CUPID SHOOTS UGHT, BUT WOUNDS SORE. 

OupiD, at length, I spy thy crafty wile,. 
Though for a time thou didst me sore begnfle; 
\llien first thy shaft did wound my tender heart. 
It touched me light; met bought I felt some pain; 
Some little prick at first did make me smart. 
But yet that grief was quickly gone again. 



1 
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Full small account 1 made of such a sore. 




As now doth rankle inward more and more. 






^o poison first the sinews lightly strains; 






Then strays, and after spreads through all the vein-^i; 






No otherwise, than he, that prick'd with thorn, 




Sturts itt the first, and feels no other griefj 




As one" whose heart so little hurt did scorn. 




And ileigiieii not to seek despis'il relief: 




At hist, when rest doth after IrAvail come. 




That little prick thujoint with pain doth numb. 




What may 1 think Ihe cause of this thy craft. 




That at the first thou stick'sf* not deep tiiy shaft? 




If, at the first, 1 had thy stroke espied. 




(Alas! I thought thou would'st not dally bo!) 




To keep myself ull ways I would have tried; 




At least, I think] 1 might have cur'd my woe: 




Yet, truth to say, 1 did suspect no less; 




And knew it too; at least, I bo did guess. 




I saw, and yet would willingly be blind: 




1 felt the string, yet flatter'd still my mind; 




And now too late I know my former guilt. 




And seek in vain to heal my cureless sore: 




My life I doubt, my healtht I know is spilt. 




A just reward for dallying so before: 








• On, 4th. 






' In id itik'it— -3J and 4th have rtich'.t: Qurry rtrit'it. 1 
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For I that would not, when I might have ease. 
No marvel, though I cannot when I please. 

( Upeum po$t miiacrs. 



A TRUE DESCRIFnON OF LOVE. 

Parapkratticalltf tran»iated out of Petrarch* 9 103 Sonnet ^ beginning , 
8* Amor non h, che danque i quel ch* io sento. 

Xf Love be nothing but an idle name, 

A vain device of foolish Poets* skill: 

A feigned fire, devoid of smoke and flamej 

Then what is that which me tormenteth still? 
If such a thing as Love indeed there be. 
What kind of thing, or which, or where is he? 

If it be good, how causeth it such pun? 

How doth it breed such grief within my breast? 

If nought, how chance the grief that I sustain. 

Doth seem so sweet amidst my great unrest? 
For sure, methinks it is a wondrous thing. 
That so great pain should so great pleasure bring. 

If with my will amidst these flames I fry. 

Whence come these tears? how chance I thus complain? 

If force perforce I bear this misery. 

What help these tears, that cannot ease my pain? 

How can this fancy bear such sway in me. 

But if myself consent that so it be? 

And if myself consent that so it be. 
Unjust I am thus to complain and cry^ 



J^ocmfl tatitten bs a. 22rt. , ..w 

To look that other men should succour me. 

Since by my fault I feel such misery: 

Who will not help hiniself, when well he can. 
Deserves small help of rtny other man. 

Thus am I tost upon the troublous seas, 
By sundry winds, wlioae blasts blows sundry ways: 
And ev'ry blast still driving where it please, 
Brings hope and fear to end my ling;'ring days: 
The steera-mun gone, nail, helm, and tackle lost. 
How can I hope to gain the wished coast? 

Wiadom and Folly ia the luckless freight. 

My ship therewith ballast unequally: 

Wisdom too light. Folly of too great weight; 

My bark and I, through them, in jeopardy: 
I'huB, in the midst of this perplexity, 
1 wish for death, and yet am loath to die. 



FAIR FACE AND HARD HEART. 

X AiB is thy Face, and that thou know'st too well; 

Hard is thy Heart, and that thou wilt not know: 

Thou hear'sf and smil'st, when I thy praises tell; 

But stop'st thine ears when I my grief would ahow: 
Yet though in vain, needs must I speak, 
Or else my swelling heart would break. 



il 
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And when I speaks my breath doth blow the fire^ 
With which my burning heart consumes awajr: 
I call upon thy name, and help require. 
Thy dearest name, which doth me still betray: 

For grace, sweet Grace, thy name doth sound. 

Yet, ah! in thee no grace is found. 

Alas! to what part shall I then appeal? 

Thy face so faxc disdains to look on me^ 

Thy tongue commandd my heart his grief conceal^ 

Thy nimble fieet from me do always flee. 

Thine Eyes cast fire to burn my heart. 

And thou rejoicest in my smart. ~ 

Then, since thou seest the life I lead in pain. 
And that for thee I suffer all this grief; 
O let my heart this small request obtain. 
That thou agree it pine without relief. 
I ask not Love, for my good will. 
But leave, that I may love thee still. 

QM mimu eplsn' per mm woa potest. 



ODB VIII. 
DISDAIN AT VARIANCE WITH DESIRE. 

X^iSDAiN that 80 doth fill me. 
Hath surely sworn to kill me. 

And I must die: 
Desire that still doth bum me. 
To life again will turn me. 

And live must I. 



f 



I 



« 



L/.«i^ jfr ^m 




Ike ire be cried, 
ftfll abide. 



Bat 



, 4o £re>k, to 
to ioacS, so wft to toadi aod tafte; 
it iboaU cadve, bv riefat, far aj, 
r be wkb aoj nonn defied; 

the baleful Soaifaem wind lioch Uow, 
ift die ekvT wbidi it ent did »how. 



I»ve is the ftfcam, whose wmTes so cahnlr iknr, 
\s might entice men's minds to wade therein; 
Lo«'e is the poison mix'd with sugar so, 
.Vs might by outwaid ffweetnee« liking win. 
But as the deep o'erflowing stops thv breath. 
So poison once receiT'd brings certain death. 



hove is the bait, whose taate the fish deceives. 
And makes them swaUow down the choking hookj 
Love is the face whose £umes5 judgment reaves. 
And makes thee trust a false and feigned look. 
But as the hook the foolish fish doth kill. 
So flatrring looks the Lover*s life do spill. 

Utqmt mifto daiee p m elh maimmeBt.* 



^^^ ^ ^■^^■^*^^^^ ^^ ^*-*^** ^^^^ * *^0^ 



• Omitted, 4tb. 
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I 




rpoH an Heraicnl J'oem which ht harl btguH (in imilalw- of Virgil) 






of the first ijihabiling Ihiifamotia Iilr by Brule 






md the Trojan.. 






JM-Y wanton Muse, that whilom wont to Sing, 






Fair Beauty a praise, and Venus' sweet delighti 






Of late had chang'd the tenor of lier string. 






To higlier tunes than serve for Cupid's fight: 






Shrill trumpeU' sound, sharp swords and lances strong, 






War, blood, and death, were matter of her song. 






The God of Ivove by ehance had heard thereof, 






That I was proved a rebel to his crownj 






Fit words for war, (juoth he, with angry acoff. 






A likely man to write of Mara, his frown: 




i 


Well are they sped, whose praises he shall" write; 




■ 


Whose wanton pen can nought but love indite. 






This said, he whisk'd hia party -colour" d wings. 






And down to earth he comes, luore swift than thought; 






Then to my heart in angry haste he flings. 


1. 
1 


L 


To see what change this news of wars had wrought: 


; 


1 


He pries, and looks; he ransacks every vein; 




T 


Yet finds he nought, save Love, and Lover's pain. 






Then I that now perceiv'd his needless fear, 






With heavy smile began to plead my cause; 






In vain, quoth I, this endless grief 1 betir; 






In vain I strive to keep thy grievous laws: 












- Will, 4tb. 
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If after proof so often trusty found, 
Unjust Suspect condemn me as unsound. 

Is this the guerdon of my fiedthful heart? 

Is this the hope on which my life is staid? 

Is this the ease of never-ceasing smart? 

Is this the price that for my pains 19 paid? 
Yet better serve fierce liars in bkN)dy field. 
Where death, or conquest, end or joy doth yield. 

Long have I serv'd: what is my pay but pain? 
Oft have I sued: what gain I but delay? 
My fiuthful love is quited with disdain; 
My grief a game, my pen is made a play. 

Yea, Love that doth in other favour find. 

In me is counted madness out of kind. 

And last of all, but grievous most of aU, 
Thyself, sweet Love, hath kill'd me with Suspect: 
Could Love believe, that I from Love would fall? 
Is war of force to make me Love neglect? 
No, Cupid knows, my mind is faster set. 
Than that by war I should my Love forget. 

My Muse, indeed, to war inclines her mind. 
The famous acts of worthy Brute to write: 
To whom the Gods this Island's rule assign'd. 
Which long he sought by seas through Neptune's spite. 
With such conceits my busy head doth swell. 
But in my heart nought else but Love doth dwell. 



I 
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And in this war thy part is not the least. 
Here shall my Muee Bnite'a noble love declare: 
Here ahalt thou see tlie double love increast. 
Of fairest twins that ever Jl>ady bear. 

Let Mars triumph in armour shining briglit; 

His conf^uer'd amis shall be thy triumph's light. 

As he the world, so tliou Shalt him subdue. 
And I tliy glory through the world will ring-; 
So be' my pains, thou wilt vouchsafe to r\ie, 
And kill Despuir; witli that tie whisk'd hb wing. 
And bade me write, and promis'd wished n^sij 
But sore, I hope," false hope will be the best. 



L'poK iis l.a-lg 't buying Slriagifor her Lvle. 

-I.N happy time the wished Fair is come, 
To fit thy ' Lute with strings of every liiiid; 
Great pity 'tis, so sweet a Lute be dumb. 
That so can please the ear, and ease tlie mind. 
Go, take thy clioice, and choose the very l>cst. 
And use them so, that head and heart find rest. 

Rest thou in joy, and let me wail alone; 
My pleasant days have ta'en their last farewell; 
My heart-strings Sorrow struck so long with moan 
That at the last they all in pieces fell. 

■ By, ad and 4lh. " Ftar, 8d nnd «lb. ■ My, 3d and 4ti 



i^ 



M 



And nam 
That 



ther lie in pieces broke to sanlU 
ther serve to make me freli widttl. 



And yei they aeiie and bind mj hent to stnyglil. 
That frets. Indeed, they serve to fret it out: 
No forte far tknt, in kope thereof I wait. 
That Death may rid me both of hope and doabt. 

Bat Death, alas! draws bnriEward aD too long; 

And I each day feel now incffaaif of wTon|^. 



m»m»»»»» »m^im^'*>»'^»>»»'^<mm0t»> ^ ^ ^ ^ 



Cmt wiOmaikikim Lme, Mr Btfe ki kirn Dk. 

AIt heavy heart with grief and hope torment. 
Beats all in Tain a^rainst my weary breast; 
.\5 if it thoiurht with force to make a vent. 
That Death mi^rht enter to procure my rest. 

But, foolish Heart, thy pains are lost, I see; 

For death an«l life both flv and fellow thee. 



When weijrht of care i»-oald press me down with pain. 
That I mi^ht sink to depth of death below; 
Hope lends me wings, and lifts me up again. 
To strive for life, and live in greater woe. 

So fares the boat, which winds drive to the shore; 

And tide drives backwards where it was before. 

Thus neither Hope will let me die with Care, 
Nor Care consent that Hope assure my life: 
1 seek for life; Death doth his stroke prepare; 
I come to death, and life renews my strife. 



~^^r~ 
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All as the aliailow follow^' tliem that fly, 






And flics from them that after it do hie. 






What is my hopt^? that hope will fail at last. 






And grief gel strength to work his will on me; 






Either the wax with which Hope's wings are fest. 






By scalding sighs mine eyes shall melted see; 






Or else my tears Khali wet the feathers ao. 




' 


That I shaU fall and drown in waves of woe. 




' 


A. NEW-FOUND match is made of late; 
Blind Cupid needs will change his wife. 






New-fangled love doth Payche hate. 


n 




With whom ao long he led his life. 












The bride must be. 


■ 




To please his wanton eye; 






Psyche laments 






That Love repents 






His choice, without cause why. 






Cytberon sounds with music strange. 






Unknown unto the Virgins nine: 






From flat to sharp the tune doth range. 






Too base, because it is too fine. 












> FoUiini, 3d and 4th. 
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If Love be life. 1 long to die. 






Live they that list fbr me: 






And he, that guns the moat thereby. 






A fool, at least, shaU be: 






But he that feela the sorest fits. 






Scapes with no less than loss of witsr 






An happy' life they gain. 






Wliich Love do entertain. 






In day by feigned looks they live; 






By lying dreams in nightj 






Each frown a deadly wound doth give; 






Each smile a false delight. 






If t hap their Lady pleasant seem. 






It is for other's love they deem. 






If void she seem of joy. 






Uisilain doth make her coy. 






Such is the peace that Lovers find; 






Such is the life they lead; 






Blown here and there with every wind. 


' 




Like flowers in the ihead. 






Now war, now peace, then" war again. 






Desire, Despair, Delight, Disdain: 






Though dead in midst of life, 






In peace, and yet at strife. 






liiiiniiirTterinuIlula. 












' Unhajniy, ad nnd 4lli, ■' Now. ad and 4lli. 
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IN PRAISE OF TH£ SUN. 

JL HE gt^en Sun, that bringB the day. 
And lends men light to see withal. 
In Tain doth cast his beams away. 
Where they are blind on whom they fiidl: 
There is no force in all his lig^t. 
To give the mole a perfect sight. 



But thou, my Sun, more bright than he. 
That shines at noon in Summer tide. 
Hast given me light and power to see; 
With perfect skill my sight to guide. 
Till now I liv*d as blind as mole. 
That hides her head in earthly hole. 



I heard the praise of Beauty's grace. 
Yet deemed it nought but Foetus skill: 
I gaz'd on many a lovely fiace^ 
Yet found I none to bind my will: 

Which made me think, that Beauty bri^t 
Was nothing else but red and white. 



B\it now thy beams have clear*d my sights 
I blush to think I was so blind. 
Thy flaming eyes a£ford me lights 
That Beauty's blaze each where I find: 

And yet these Dames^ that shine so bright. 

Are but a shadow of thy light. 



F 


^umiii 


!■ 
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ODE XI....TO HIS MUSE. 






XLest, good my Musej and give me leave lo resi; 






We strive in vaio. 






Conceal thy skill within thy sacred breast. 






Though to thy pain. 






The honour great which Poets wont to have. 






With worthy ileeds is buried deep in grave; 






Each man will hide his nmne. 






Thereby to hide his shame; 






And silence is the praise their virtues crave. 






To praise is Battery, malice to dispraise: 






Hard b the choice. 






What cause is left for thee, my Muse, to raise 


' 




1'hy heav'nly voice? 






Delight thyself on sweet Pamassus' hill; 






And for a better time reserve thy skill. 






There let thy silver sound 




1 


From Cyrrha wood rebound; 




1 


And all the vale with tearnetl music fill. 






Then shall those fools, tliat now prefer each rhyme 






Before thy skill. 




■ 


With hand and foot in vain essay to climb 




1 


Thy sacred hill. 




r 


There shall thou sit, and scorn them with disdain, 






To see their fruitless labour all in viun: 






But they shall fret with spite, 






To see thy glory bright. 






And know themselves thereto cannot attain. 


.1 




i 
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D£ATH IN LOVE. 

JuiVB eyes have spent their tears, and now are dry: 
My weary hand will guide my pen no more: 
My Toice is hoarse, and can no longer cry: 
My head hath left no new complaints in store. 
My heart is orer-burden'd so with pain. 
That sense of grief doth none therein remain. 

The tears, yon so distilling from mine eyes. 
My gentle Mose doth shed for this my grief; 
The plaints you hear are her incessant cries, 
Bt which she calls in rain for some relief. 
She never parted since my grief b^pm: 
In her I live; she dead, my life were done. 

Then, loving Muse, depart, and let me die; 

Some braver youth will sue to thee for grace; 

That may advance thy glory to the sky. 

And make thee scorn blind Fortune's frowning face. 
My heart and head, that did thee entertain. 
Desire and Fortune with despite have slain. 

My Lady dares not lodge thee in her breast; 
For fear, unwares, she let in Love with thee. 
For well she thinks some part in thee must rest. 
Of that which so possest each part of me. 

Then (good my Muse) fly back to heaven again; 

And let me die, to end this endless pain. 
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BREAK, H£AVT H£ART. 

xSreak, heavy Hearty and rid me of this pain^ 
This pain> that still increaseth day by day: 
By day with sighs I spend myself in vain^ 
In vain by night with tears I waste away: 
Away I waste with tears, by night, in vain: 
Tears, sighs, by night; by day, increase this pain. 

Mine eyes no eyes, but fountains of my tearS} 
My tears no tears, but floods to moist my heart: 
My heart no heart, but harbour**** of my fears: 
My fears no fears, but feelings of my smart. 

My smart, my fears, my heart, my tears, mine eyes, 
Are blind, dried> spent, past, wasted with my cries. 

And yet mine eyes, though blind, see cause of grief; 

And yet my tears, though dried, ran down amain; 

And yet my heart, though spent, attends relief; 

And yet my fears, though past, increase my pain. 
And yet I live, and living feel more smart. 
And smarting, cry in vain. Break, heavy Heart. 



DESIRE'S GOVERNMENT. 

vVherb Wit is over-rul'd by Will; 
And Will is led by fond Desire; 
There Reason were as good be still. 
As speaking, kindle greater fire. 



^^ Labour, 3d and 4th. 
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For w^kerv I>e«i?e dodi bemr the sway, 
Tbe htar: mast rale, the heid obej. 



What boott the cutting FOol't skill. 
To :eil vhick «»r id shmpe their ooaraey 
When he iml scecs will have his will, 
.Xad drxre them where he list, perforce. 
5o RfftsoQ shews the truth in Tain, 
Where fooJ Desire as king doth reign. 

LOVE^ PIOnBTlES. 

XwixT heat and cold, 'twixt death and life, 
I freeze and burn, I live and die: 
\lluch jointly work in me such strife, 
I li\o ia death, in cold 1 fry. 
Nor hot, nor cold, nor live, nor dead. 
Neither, and both, this life I lead. 

First, burning heat sets all on fire; 
Whereby 1 seem in flames to fry: 
Then cold Despair kills hot Desirej 
That drenched deep, in death I lie. 

Heat drives out cold, and keeps my lifej 
Cold quencheth heat, no end of strife. 

The less I hope to have my will. 
The more I feel Desire increase; 
And as Desire increaseth still. 
Despair to quench it doth not cease. 
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So live I as the lamp, whose light 

Oft comes, oft goes, now dim, now bright. 



A UVINO DEATH. 
Xf means be none to end my restless care^ 
If needs 1 naust o'erwhelm'd with sorrow lie: 
What better way this sorrow to declare. 
Than that 1 dying live, and cannot die. 



If naught hut loss 1 reap instead of gaioj 
If lasting pain do every day increasej 
To thee, good Death, alas! I must complain! 
Thou art of force to make my sorrow ceaM. 



If thou, because I thee refus'd sometime. 
Now shut thine ears, and my request deny; 
Still must I love, and wail in woeful rhyme. 
That dying still 1 am, and cannot die. 



THE F.USIONATE PRISONER. 
J: E walls, that shut me up from sight of men, 
Incloa'd wherein alive I buried lie: 
And thou sometimes my bed, but now my den, 
WTierc smother'd up, the light of sun I fly; 
O shut yourselves; each chink and crevice strai 
That none but you may hear nie thus complaii 



I: 




dead tosiglit, 
keenly blow; 

life w31 show, 
anddiy, 
bnuidiesdie. 

Wide Hope did lire within my breast. 
No Winter storm cook! kill Desire; 
Bot DOW Disdain hath Hope opprest; 
Dead is the root, dead is the spire. 

Hope i»^is the root, the spire was Love; 

No sap beneath, no life above. 

And as we see the rootless stock 
Retain some sap, and spring a while; 
Yet quickly prove a lifeless block. 
Because the root doth life be^ile: 

So lives Desire, which Hope hath left. 
As twilight shines when sun is reft. 



1 ^^^^^i^^^^^^^T^^^^^H 
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ODE XII. 
TO HIS HEART. 

]Vay. nay, thou striVst in vain, my Heart, 

To mend thy mm; 
Thou hast deserv'd to bear this smart. 
And worse than this; 
Tbat wouWsi thyself debase. 
To serve in such a piace. 

Thou thought'st thyself too long at rest) 

Such was thy pride; 
Needs must thuu seek another breast. 
Wherein to bide. 
Say now what hast thou found? 
In fetters thou art bound. 

What hath thy faithful service won. 

But high disdain? 
Broke is thy thread; thy fancy spun; 
Thy labour vain. 
Fall'n art thou now with pain. 
And canst not rise again. 

And canst thou look for help of me. 

In this distress! 
I must ponfesB I pity thee. 
And can no less. 
But twar a while thy pMn, 
For fear thou Ml again. 




" 




1 


1 
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LewB by tkj hart to shva the fire, 
Plaj ool witkil; 
rlimhing tboaghtB bigk things 
Tbej sed( their fiJL 
ThoQ ween'st oought shone but f 
So wwt thm blind and bold. 



• I 



1 



Vet lie Dot still for this disgnce; 

Bat mount agmin: 
So that thou know the wished place. 
Be worth thy pain. 
Then though thou £U1 and die. 
Yet never fear to flj. 



PHALEUCUCKS III. 

▼V isooM warns me to shun that once I sought for. 
And in time to retire my hasty footsteps: 
Wisdom sent from above, not earthly wisdom: 
No such thoughts can arise from earthly wisdom: 
Long, too long have I slept in ease, uneasy^ 
On false worldly relief my trust reposing: 
Health and wealth in a boat^ no stem, nor anchor, 
(B6ld and blind that I was) to sea be- taking: 
Scarce from ^ ^ shore had I launch'd, when all about me. 
Waves like hills did arise, till help from heaven 
Brought my ship to the port of late Repentance. 



r^erentvt 



ic «o«t ftedw. * 



' «^^^^»^»^^^»^^^^»^ ^^^^-^^ ^^^^^»*^^»^»^»^^i»»i*»^i»^»#»##^i»^#'^» 



<« From the, 4th. 



* Omitted in 4th. 
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What erst I prais'd, I now despise; 
And think my Love was all too long. 

I tread in dirt that scornful pride, 

^^liich in thy looks I have descried; 

Thy beauty is a painted skin. 

For focAs to see their faces in. 

Thine eyes, that some as stars esteem. 

From whence themselves, they say, take light. 

Like to the foolish fire I deem. 

That leads men to their death by night. 

Thy words and oaths are light as wind; 

And yet far lighter is thy mind: 

Thy friendship is a broken ree<l. 

That fails thy friends in greatest need. 

f'itiu pafuMia rieta etti. 



ODE XIV. 
THE TOMB OF DEAD DESIRE. 

W HEN Venus saw Desire must die. 

Whom high Disdain 

Had justly slain. 
For killing Truth with scornful eye: 
The earth she leaves and gets her to the sky; 

Her golden hair she tears; 

Black weeds of woe she wears; 
For help unto her father doth she cry; 
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Who bids her stay a space^ 
And hope for better grace. 

To save his life she hath no skilly 

Whom should she pray. 

What do, or say. 
But weep for wanting of her will? 
Mean time Desire hath ta'en his last farewell. 

And in a meadow fedr. 

To which the Nymphs repair. 
His breathless corpse is laid with worms to dwell 3 

So glory doth decay. 

When Death takes life away. 



When morning star had chased the night. 
The Queen of Love 
Looked from above. 

To see the grave of her delight: 

And as with heedful eye she view'd the place. 
She spied a flower unknown. 
That on his grave was grown. 

Instead of learned verse his Tomb to grace. 
If you the name require. 
Heart' s-ease from dead Desii'e. 



CERTAIN OTHER POEMS UPON 
DIVERSE SUBJECTS. 



BY THE SAME AUTHOR. 




Three Odea Iranalaled out of Aiiacreon, the Greek Lyric Poet. 



F Atreiia" sons fein would I write; 
And fain of CadiuuE would I sing: 
My lute ia set on Love's delight; 
And only Love sounds every string. 



Of late my lute 1 alter'd quite; 

Both frets and strings fur tunes above: 

I sung of fierce Alcides' might; 

My lute would sound no tunc but Love. 
Wherefore ye worthies all, farewelli 
No tune but Love my lute tan tell. 



4 Cor»piiTHe« btlwixl Iht Strength a/Staits, Ike fri 
Man, and Iht Bftiulg of a W'ohwb'. Fncr." 

J. HE Bull by luiture hatli his horns; 
The horse his" hoofs to daunt their foes; 
The light foot hare the hunter scorns; 
The liou's teeth his strength disclose. 

The fish by swiBDUiing 'scapes tlie wecl; 
The bird by flight the fuwler's net; 
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Whtt hsvc tkej then; fiur Bemty's 
A t«o-«d^d npord, a trusty thidd. 
No forte resist: '^ a lof^dv foee 
Both fire aad srad Id BcMitj jidd. 



«>«w<0<«>a«M 



K««««««>a<»«*i«w>Ma<» 



OOB IIL 

Of late, wlnt time the Bear tnrn'd round 
At midnight in her wonted wwpf. 
And men of all sorts slept foil aoond, 
O'eroome with labour of the day. 

The God of Love came to my door. 

And took the ring, and knock'd it hard: 

" \llio'8 there,*' quoth I, ''that knocks so sore? 

You break my sleep; my dreams are marr*d!" 

"A little Bpy, forsooth," quoth hej 
"Dung- wet with rain this moonless night." 
With that methought it pitied me; 
I ope the door, and candle light. 

And straight a little boy I spied; 
A winged boy with shafts and bow; 
I took him to the fire-side. 
And set him down to warm him so: 
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His little hands in mine I strain. 
To rub and warm them there- withal; 
Out of his locks I crush the rain. 
From which the drops apace down fell. 

At last, when he was waxen warm, 
" Now let me try my bow," quoth hej 
'* I fear my string hath caught some harm; 
And wet, will prove too slack for me.** 

He said; and bent his bow and shot; 
And wightly hit me on the heart. 
The wound was sore, and raging hot; 
The heat-like fiiry reeks my smart. 

" Mine host,** quoth he, " my string is well:** 
And laugh'd so, that he leap*d again; 
" Look to your wound, for fear it swell; 
Your heart may hap to feel the pain.** «8 



NATURAL COMPARISONS WITH PERFECT LOVE. 

X HE lowest trees have tops; the ant her gall; 
The fly her spleen; the little sparks their heat] 
The slender hairs cast shadows, though but small; 
And bees have stings, although they be not great. 

V> This has been printed in Eseerpta 7\tdwriana, from a MS. in 
the British Museum. 



ScM h««tkeirHiam,^^u>diohBnshiIlDw springsi 
Aid kwv i* lore, in be^an, as in kings. 



Wbert mi 

Tht £d itin, nt noae percriTM it more; 
Tbe firaacM &ith is im the fewest wonb; 
JWe lartlu aaam Mag, aad jct tfaey love. 

TnK keaitt han ejci, tad can, ao toagaes to speak.; 

"nn hear, and ser, aad ngh; ud then tbcy break. 



Jim M m n tr tktpm tlag, Om Urn b mdltt U ' 

C/oMFkKi the bramhle with the cedar tree; 
Tbr pinnuc'i angrr with the lion'i rage: 
What b the boning flj where eag)«a be? 
A dmp the »park, ao >eaa caa .^tna nnge. 

Snull i» iht h«at in Bnigara' breasts that springs; 

Hm fljuuin^ fin cnnjumes the hearts of Kings. 

Who 5hii>ud$ himself vbere blender hairs cast shade! 
Bui m>i:hi^' oakj may scorn the summer sun: 
Mualt cuiT Kill KT^e. where bees tbe wound have made; 
But dre£on> pi>iM>ii (hmudrfa each part doth run. 

I.iffat i$ th« love that Bra^r's bosom stings; 

IV^p is lh« wound that Cupid makes in Kings. 

uiall channels wne where shallow springs do slide; 
Ami Utile help will turn or stay their course: 



H^^^^^^^IH^^^^^ 


■ 
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Which overthrows all stops with raging force: 


, 




The baser sort scarce wet them in the springs. 






Which overwhelm the heads of mighty Kings. 






What though in both the heart be set of Love? 






The self-same grouiul both corn and cockle breed: 






Fast by the briar the pine tree mounts above; 






One kind oF grass thejiule and jennet feeds: 






So from the heart, by secret virtue springs. 






Unlike desire in Beggars and in Kings." 






A SONG IN PRAISE OF A BEGGAR'S UFE. 






Dbigrt shines the euni play. Beggars play; 






Here's scraps enough to serve to-day. 






What noise of viola is so sweet. 






As when our merry clappers ring? 






What mirth doth want where Beggars meet! 






A Beggar's life is for a King. 




1 


Eat, drink, and play, sleep when we list. 




1 


Go where we will, so stocks be mist. 




w 


Bright shines, Xr. 






The world is ours, and ours alone; 






For we alone have world at will; 












Both Gelds and streets we Beggars till. 






" Signed Ajiomoi, ed. \eot. 




i 


. i 



58 BabiMi'K lltctfcil il|«pMls« 



Nor care to get, nor fear to keep. 
Did ever break a Beggar's sleep. 
Bright shines, Src 

A hundred head of black and white. 
Upon our gowns securely feed; 
If any dare his master bite. 
He dies, therefore, as sure as creed. 

Thus Beggars lord it as they please; 

And none but Beggars live at ease. 
Bright shines the sun, ^c. 



^^^^^■i 



> »^v^^ «s»>«^4 



UPON BEGINNING WITHOUT MAKING AN END. 

J>sGiN, and half is done, yet half undone remains; 
Begin that half, and all is done, and thou art eas'd of pains; 
The second half is all, when half thereof is done. 
The other half is all again, new work must be begun.'''' 
Thus he that still begins, doth nothing but by halves. 
And things half done as good undone, half oxen are but 
calves. 



^^ i^^i^^i^^^i^^^^^i^^i^^i^^ 



^ ^ By an error of the press the second couplet is given in the fol- 
lowing line : 

The second half is all again, new work must be begun. 4th ed. 
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AN HPIGRAM TO SIR PHILIP SYDNEY, IN ELEGIACAL VERSE. 






Tr-uuiionl cu q^ 'nMlc, IM Fttvh Ax r. 






C/AMBRiDGE, wofthy Philip, by thia verse builds thee an 






altar. 






Gainat time and tempest, strong to abide for ever; 






That praise of verses no length of time can abolish; 






With Greece and Italy purchased endless honour. 






1 then pursuing their steps like glory to purchase. 






Will make thy memory famous in after ages; 






And in these measured verses thy glory be sounded. 






So be thy holy favour, help to my holy fury. 






HEXAMETERS" UPON THE NEVER ENOUGH PR.\1SED 






SIR PHILIP SYDNEY. 






VV i[AT can I now suspect? or what can I fciir any longer? 






Oft did I fear, oft hope, whibl life in Sydney remained; 






OF aothitig can J now despair, for nought can I hope for; 






This good is in misery, when great extremity grieves us. 






Tliat neither hope of good, norfearof worsecanafTnght us. 












How can I seem to be discontent, or what can 1 weep for? 






He lives eternal, with endless glory bedecked: 






Vea atill on earth he Uvea, and stUl shaU""" live by the 






Muses. 






■ 


•■■< Shall, omitudifd. IRil. 
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ANOTHER, >• UPON THE SAME. 

f THAT strange adventure, what now unlook*d-fbr arrival, 
TIath drawn the Muses from sweet Boeotia mountain^. 
To choose our country, to seek in London abiding? 
Are lair Castilian streams dried? stands Cyrrha no longer? 
Or love the Muses, like wantons oft to be changing? 
Scarce can I that suppose, scarce think 1 those to be Muses: 
No sound of melody, no voice but dreary lamenting. 
Yet well I wot too well. Muses most dolefully weeping. 
See where Melpomene sits hid for shame in a comer. 
Hear ye the careful sighs, fetched from the depUi of her 

entrails? 
Hiere weeps Calliope, there sometimes lusty Thalia. 
Ay me! alas, now know I the cause, now seek 1 no further^ 
Here lies their irlory, their hope, their only rejoicing. 
Dead lies worthy Philip, the care and praise of Apollo: 
Dead lies his carcase ^ but fame shall live to the world's end. 



OTHERS •• UPON THE SAME. 

Whom can I first accuser whose fault account I the 
greatest? 

NVhere kept the Muses, what countries haunted Apollo? 

Where ioiter'd bloody Mars? where lingered worthy Mi- 
nerva? 

\Miai could Three Sisters do more than Nine in a combat? 



►#^^»^^^»^»i^»#»i»« 



** Another Epigram, &c. ed. 1^1. 
** Other Epignms, &c. ed. \€9l. 
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s force of no force) was fair entreaty refiiaetl? 
ere is the music thut sometimes moved Alccto? 
That gain'd Eurydice, thai left I'roaerpina weeping; 
I Choose whether of the two ynu list, your skill to be nothing; 
I Or your most faithfiil servants unkindly rewarded. 
And thou that braggest of skilful surgery knowledge, 
'I'liat canst of simples discern the quality secret, 
And give lit phusters, for wounds that seem to be cureless; 
\\'hereto avails thy skill; that can not Sydney recover* 
/Vnd could'st thou whilom prevail with destiny fatal, 
r King Ailmetus 'gainst course of natural order, 
I And canst do nothing to save so faithful a servant?'''' 

As for Mars well 1 wot, could frost of Thracia kingdom 
I Iluth kill'd all kindness, no ruth of himii con be look'd 
for: 

And duinly Pallas distliiin'd forsooth to be present; 
Envy perhaps, nay grief, as I guess, was cause of her 
absence. 

I Only we poor wretches, whom (iml and Muses abandon, 
Lament thy timeless decay with sorrowful outcries; 
But yet if hap some Muse, would add new grace to my 

I Germany, France, Italy, Spain, Denmark, Persia, Turkey, 
India where Phte bus climbs from the sea''' to the sky-ward, 
India where Phcehus declines sky " to the sea-ward, 
Tartary, Pole, Lettow, Muscovy, IJolicmia, Norivay; 

' Thii lini: i> wonting in the fourtli edit 

'< Them, 4th »d. 
" Pliotbiu mouutt up from sen, 4lh cc 
'■ I'hsbiis falls donn frooi sky, 4th » 



« 






All cDOSto where riwig or fidfing Fhaefafus appeareth. 
Should hear, and wonder to hear thy glory resounded: 
Armenian tygers enrag'd for theft of a yonnglingj 
Princely lions roaring for want of prey to be starved. 
Fierce bears, and gruntiDg wild boars, upon Aicady moun- 
tains. 
Should stand astonish*d, foiqgetting natural offspring; 
Forgetting hunger, forgetting slaughter appointed. 
As when Calliope's dear son, sweet harmony singing. 
Unto the true consent of his harp-strings tuned in order. 
Drew from their places wild beasts and trees by the music. 
Swift flowing Hebnis staid all his streams in a wonder. 
As if chill coldness from had them down to the bottom; 
But for I wot too well my slender skill to be nothing; 
Here will I quite forswear both Verse and Muse in an 

anger. 
Lest hap my rudeness disgrace thy glory by praising. 

Dlgirnm Imide virum Mum vetat mori. 
TO TIME. 

HiTKRNAL Time, that wasteth without waste. 
That art, and art not, diest, and livest still; 
Most slow of all, and yet of greatest haste. 
Both ill and good, and neither good nor ill. 

How can I justly praise thee, or dispraise? 

Dark are thy nights, but bright and clear thy days. 

Both ft^ and scarce* thou giv^st and tak*st agun; 
Thy wtMub, that all doth breed, is tomb to all: 
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^M What 80 by thee hath lile, by thee is slaini 




f From thee da all things rise, by*' thee they fall. 




Constant, inconstant, moving, standing atill. 




Wm, is, shall be, do thee both breed and kiU. 




I loose thee, while I seek to find thee out; 




The farther otf, the more I follow thee; 


1 


p The faster hold, the greater cause of doubt. 




H Was, is, I know, but shall, I cannot see. 




9 All things by thee are measur'd, thou by none. 




AU are in thee, thou in thyself alone. 




A MEDITATION UPON THE FILilLTY OP THIS LIFE. 




O TRIFLING toys that toss tlie brains. 




■ 


While loathsome life doth last; 




1 


O wished wealth, O suger'd joys. 




f 


O life, when death is past; 






Who loaths exchange of loss with gain? 






Yet loath we death as hell. 






What woeful wight would wi^h his woe? 






Yet wish we here to dwell. 






O fancy frail that feeds on earth. 






And stays on slippery joys: 






noble mind, happy man. 






That can coutemn such toys. 


1 




Such toys as neither perfect are, 








And can not long endure; 
















■' To, 4th. 
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Body, Ay me^ ^^ poor Body^ whom for all my pains^ 
This froward Soul causeless condemneth still. 
Soul. Causeless? when as thou striv'st to sin each day? 
Body. Causeless? when as I strive thee to ohey? 
Soul, Thou art the means^ by which I fall to sin. 
Body. Thou art the cause that set'st this means to work. 
Soul. No part of thee that hath not faulty been. 
Body, I shew thee poison that in thee doth lurk. 
Soul, I shall be pure when so I part from thee. 
Body. So were I now^ but that thou staiuest me. 



>»^^^^^s^»#s^'^^S^.^»^,^<^^S^^^i^»^^>^>i^^^»^^^l 



SAPPHICS. 
UPON THE PASSION OF CHRIST. 

XjLatrbd eternal^ furious revenging^ 
MercUess raging^ bloody persecuting; 
Slanderous ^^ speeches^ odious revilingsj 

Causeless abhorring: . 
Impious scofings by the very abjects; 
Dangerous threat'ning by the Priests* anointed; 
Death full of torment in a shameful order; 

Christ did abide here. 
He that in glory vFas above the angels; 
Changed his glory for an earthly carcase; 
Yielded his glory to a sinful outcast; 

Glory refusing. 
Me that in bondage many sins retained; 
He for his goodness^ for his only goodness, 

"" My, 4th. "'' Scandalous, 4th. 
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Brought from hell-torments to the joys of heaven^ 

Not to be mimber'd: 
Dead in offences, by his aid revived; 
Qiiicken*d in spirit, by the grace he yieldeth; 
Sound then his praises, to the world's amazement. 

Thankfully singing. 



CONXERNING OLD AGE. 
like begimdng and end ofthit Eclogue are wanting, 

Perin, ^ 

Jb OR when thou art not as thou wont of yore. 
No cause why life should please thee any more. 
Whilom I was (in course of former years. 
Ere freezing Eld had cool'd my youthly rage) 
Of mickle worth among my Shepherds* peers. 
Now for I am some-deal 'ystept in age. 
For pleasance, strength, and beauty 'gins assuage: 

Each little herd-groom laughs my wrinkled face; 

Each bonny lass for Cuddy shuns the place; 
For all this woe none can we justly t' wight. 
But hateful Eld, the foe to pleasant rest. 
Which, like a thief, doth rob us of delight. 

Mlrenock. 

Perin, enough; few words been** always best; 
Needs must be borne that cannot be redrest; 



** Be, Sd and 4th. 
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Self Hm I, as thou seest, in thilk estate, 
The grief is eath to bev that has a mate, 
But sicker for to apeak the truth indeed, 
Thou seem'st to blame that blameless seems to mt 
And hurtless Eld to sneb: (ill mought he speed, 
That slays the dog; for wolves so wicked be,) 
The faults of men thou lay'st on age, I see, 
For which if Eld were in itaell' to blame. 
Then 1 and nil my peers should titste the same. 



Wrenock, 1 ween thou doat'st through rusty Eld, 

And think'at, with feigned words, to blear mine eye; 

Thou, for thy store, art ever blissful held; 

Thy heaps of gold nill let thee sorrow spy; 

Thy flocks full safe here under shade do lie; 

Tliy weanlings fat, thine ewes with bladders blown, 
A jollier shepherd have we seldom known. 

H'renock. 
For thilk my store, great Pan y'herried be; 
But if for thy i' ''■mine age with joy 1 bear. 
How falls it that thyself, unlike to me, 

Art vexeil so with grief and bootless fear? 

Thy store will let thee sleep on either ear. 

But neither want makes age to wise men hard. 
Nor fools by wealth from grievous pains are barr'd. 




ii 



Sfv«t not huw tnt yood' UmbLin tkipa and ;4m£: 
Ant vngt Ui Uul, tad bub with mder bew): 
Ul Ktr he fr«b the beat nf younethly dars, 
U hirb temt Imt ctf kind hath ioly bred: 
ThilL tmt fmm wlinDi all juy with youth b fled, 

Srr bow il banp Ihe hnd, as it would n-eep; 

n bili>ui il !tLij)t. unncathi now may ji creep. 

H'renock. 
Sf fcUuothip haib •(&!« of beasts with mani 
la tbcu) i* oMiKbt but stren^h of limb and bone; 
W'aarb end* with age, u it with age began. 
Ba; s^iit xhty fay'n," aa other creature none, 
Hi:.-\ ■.M-xMth Htv conipyd from heaven by oiie: 
H^ ;ijii»' I ui'tl tbnl yielifs him iiinanl light, 
^.ke nir .1- welkin Hhuw.s in winter night. 

n .■..•, ti neither Age nor Time can w ear away, 
*l hK'h waxeth betf fi>r use, as Shepherd's crook, 
Ilut e>er shineth brij^ter day bj- day: 
Vlwi ihiiutrh wrinkled seem the aged look, 
Kricbi E'hiiies (he tire that from the stars we took. 
\nti MNiih to «iy, thilk ewe laments the pain, 
Thai ihilk same wanton lamb is like sustain. 

Peria. 
\h. Themit! I>e not all thy teeth on edge, 
Tt> »ee youngths fi>lk to sport in pastimes gay? 
" Ftfa, lib. 



To pitch the bar, to throw the weighty sledge. 
To dance with Phillis all the holiday; 
To hunt by duy, the io\; by night, the gray? 
Sik peerlesa pleasures wont us fur to queme. 
Now lig we laid, aa drown'd in heavy dreani. " 

Dttil.f 




ftlyjftaftftical iiOltx of ^ittt %lnti of ft. 8B«'# 9om#, 

{n BabiKon'ji il|i«]HHil^s* 



.LL u not fold that thineth bright in show, 
SI 
A new-tauad match u made of late, S7 
A» aocm may water wipe me dry, 7 
Ay me, poor Soul, whom boond in tinftil chains, 

64 
Segin, and half b doo^ yet half undone re- 
maim, &8 
Break, heavy heart, and rid me of thi« pain, 4S 
Bright ahine* the sanj play, Beggan, phiy, 57 
Cambridge, worthy Philip, by this Terse builds 

thee an sltar, 59 
Close your lids, unhappy eyes, 85 
Compare the bramble with the cedar tree, 50 
Cupid, at length, I spy thy cnfty wile, 90 
Desire and Hope have mo?*d my mind, 19 
Disdain that so doth All me^ 90 
Eternal time, that wasteth without waste, 0a 
Fain would I leam of thee, thou murd*ring eye, 


Fair is thy fiux, and that thou know'st too well, 

89 
For when thou art not, as thou wont of yore, 00 
Hatred eternal, ftirious revenging, 05 
How, or where have I tost myself f Unhappy, 10 
If lore be life^ I long to die, 99 
If love be made of words, as woods of trees, 11 
If means be none to end my restless care, 45 
If love be nothing but an idle name, 98 
If my decay be your increase, M 
In tu^py time the wished Fair is come, 95 
I smile sometimes amidst my greatest grief, 19 
Mine eyes have spent their tears, and now arc 

diy,4« 
Muse not. Lady, to read so strange a metre, 10 
My heart was found within my Lady's breast, 9 
My heavy heart with Grief and Hope tor- 
ment, 90« 
My Muse by thee restoHd to life, 53 
My wanton Muse, that whilom wont to sing^ 99 
Nay, nay, thou strlv'st in vain, my heart, 47 
Now have I learnM with much ado at last, 49 
Of Atreus* sons fain would I write, 59 
Of late, what time the Bear tumM round, 54 



Oft have I mns'd the cause to And, Ifl 
O trifling toys that toss the brains, 89 
Rest, good my Muse; and give me leave to rest, 

41 

She only is the pride of Nature's skill, 15 

Since just Disdain began to rise, 49 

Smooth are thy looks, so is the deepest stream, 

15 
Some men, they say, are poets bom by kind, 9 
Sweet love, mine only treasure, 5 
Sweet thoughts the food od which I feeding 

starve, II 
The bull by nature hath hb horns, 59 
The fairest pearls that Northern seas do breed, 8 
The ftosen snake opprest with heaped snow, 93 
The golden Sun, that brings the day, 40 
Time nor place did I want, what held me tongue- 

tied? 10 
The lowest trees have tops} the ant her gall, 55 
The love of change hath chang'd the world 

throughout, 17 
The night, say all, was made to rest, 90 
The summer sun, that scalds the ground with 

heat, 91 
Thine eyes so bright, 10 
Though naked trees seem dead to sight, 40 
Thus am I free from laws that other bind, 4 
Twixt heat and cold, 'twixt death and life, 44 
Unhapi^ eyes, the causers of my pain, 19 
What can I now suspect? or what can I fear any 

longer? 59 
What mov'd me then? say, Love^ for thou canst 

tell, 4 
What strange adventure, what new unlook'd- 

for arrival, 00 
When Venus saw Desire must die, 50 
When will the fountain of my tears be dry ? 92 
Where Wit b over-rul'd by Will, 49 
Whom can I first accuse ? whose fault account 

I the greatest? 00 , 
Wisdom warns me to shun that once I sought 

for, 48 
Wrong*d by Desire, I yielded to Disdain, 17 
Ye walls, that shut me up from sight of men, 45 



) 
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FWr is ikf/mee^ mmd tkmt tkmt km9W*H too weii, 

Fhir May, tbc glory of the year. 

For wAmi tkom mrt noi, ms tkmt woni of yore* 

Hmtred oUmmiyfmimu revenging. 

How, or wkere Mmve I Uot wngoelfl Unkmpftf, 

I feed A fire withio my breast. 

J[f i^oeU life, I long to die. 

](f Iwe be made ofword*^ na woods oftroeo, 

](f love be nothing but mn idU mttwte, 

Ifmsmm be none to end wmf reetkoe cmre. 

J[fmf decmy be your imcremoe. 

J[fotepdame Nmtttre kmve been eetmi, 

J[f fTrong by force kmd Justice pui to/Hgki, 

I lore and hate the lelf-tame tbing . 

I lore to live, becanae I live to lo?e. 

In happy time the wished Fair is come. 

In •nmmer season, on a sun-shine day. 

In vain I livtf sith sorrow lives in me. 

In irain my Mnse her feeble wings essays. 

It chanc*d of late a Shepherd's swain. 

It is but vain to hope for help, I see. 

It was the time when Winter's cold. 

/ smile sometimes amidst my greatest grief. 

I sought the thing I would not find. 

I would not live, and loath I am to die. 

Lo, from the East, myrrh, gold, and spice they bring. 

Mine eyes have spent their tears, and now are dry. 

Mine own dear F. sometimes mine own and dear. 

Muse not. Lady, to read so strange a metre. 
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My heart was found within my Lady's breast. 

My heavy heart, which Grief and Hope torment. 

My heavy thoughts are burthens to my breast. 

My Muse by thee restored to life. 

My wanton Muse, that whilom wont to sing. 

Nay, nay, thou striv*st in vain, my heart. 

Now have I learn *d with much ado at last. 

Of Atreus* sons fain would IwrUe, 

Of late, what time the Bear tum'd round. 

Oft have I heard that want maintains our life. 

Oft have I mus *d the cause to find. 

Oft hare I tried, and still 1 try in vain. 

O trying toys that toss the brains, 

Perin areed, what neut mischance betide. 

Rest, good my Muse, and give me leave to rest. 

Retire my thoughts, my weary thoughts retire. 

She only is the pride of Nature *s skill. 

Since Just Disdain began to rise. * 

Smooth are thy looks, so is the deepest stream. 

So long I lookt, and lookt so long in vain. 

Some men, they say, are poets born by kind. 

Sweet is the note of pleasant song. 

Sweet love, mine only treasure. 

Sweet thoughts, the food on which /feeding starve. 

That others love, that hate I most of all. 

The bird that serves old Saturn's graceless son. 

The Bull by nature hath his horns. 

The fairest pearls that Northern seas do breed. 
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Tkc fearfel htiid, wham gntiy htmrn^ 

The fnmte of Imatcs it o«t at fiiwi 

Tkc flowiiig wmrc witk wind aad ti4e v^ 

Tktffutm wnmke ffrtti wiik kemped 

The g9lden Sum tkmi bringt the dmf. 

Tkc Heathen Godt for love fionook their itate. 

Timemrplmet did I wmfU, wkmi keU me fmgme-4ied ? 

The l9we$t treet have tops, the tni her gmU. 

The light thai ertt in Jewry thin'd •lone. 

The Ume ofekmmge Amtk ekm$»g'd tke world thnugkmmi. 

The More I hare, the more I ttill denrc. 

Tke migktf smy mil, wma wtmde U rut. 

The teorching ire of Pboeboa' Sommer raja. 

The summer ««», tkmt scald* tke grouud with h^at. 

The ftronger foe the harder fight. 

The tallest trees. 

The rain delight that poet's reio doth breed. 

The worthy Knight with glory set on fire. 

Tkine eyes so brigkt. 

Tkougk late my heart, yet turn at last. 

Though naked trees seem dead to sight. 

Tlius am I free from laws that other bind. 

To him the honour of his kind. 
To lore it is a grierous pain. 

'Twist heal and cold, *twixt death and life. 

Two mortal foes that nerer ertt agreed. 

Unhappy eyes, the causers of my pain. 

Unhappy wretch, what joy remains for thee? 

Wail me the force of Juno's jealoo* spite. 






Were my heart set to practice treachery. 

H^hat can I now suspect ? or what can I /ear any longer ? 

What is the cause why truth doth purchase foes ? 

tF'hat mov*d me then? say, Love, for thou canst tell! 

What new delight awakes tiy weary mind ? 

What shall I think? hath Nature left her kind? 

What shall I think ? have dreams their force indeed ? 

What time Apollo Delphos' isle forsook. 

ffhat strange adventure ? what new unlooh *d-for arrival. 

When climbing Phoebus near the middle way. 

ffhen fenus saw Desire must die* 

What thing is Love ? a needless idle thought. 

ff^hen will the fountain of my tears be dry ? 

When wanton Spring of childish age was past. 

Where is my Muse that wont to feed my mind. 

J f here wit is over-ruVd by will. 

Whilst others sleep their heavy heads to case. 

Who gives a gift to bind a friend thereby. 

Whom can I first accuse? whose fault account I the greatest ? 

Why gaze mine eyes with greedy sight. 

Wind oui thy horn, my Muse, blow death and dire annoy. 

IFisdom warns me to shun that once I sought for, 

Wronged by Desire, J yielded to Disdain, 

Ye ghastly groves, that hear my woeful cries. 

Ye walls, that shut me up from sight of men. 



Two Epigrams translated from the Greeh, 

The Epistle of Sappho to Phaon. 
The Epistle of Helen to Paris. 






POEMS, 



SUPPOSED TO BE WRITTEN 



BY 



j&in miLnwEii, uascmh. 
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^ .V to the Poems, which 
are here attributed to 
Sir Walter Raleigh, 
the Reader is left to his own Judg- 
ment. Most of them have no other 
authority than the signature of Ig- 
iioto, on which it now seems but 
little reliance is to be placed. 



TITLES AND FIRST LINES 



OF 



SIR WALTER RALEIGH'S POEMS, 



IN 



DAVISON S RHAPSODY. 



The Lie. Page 85. 
Go, Soul, the Body's guest. 

A Dialogue betwixt the Lover and his Lady, P. 88. 
Lady, my flame still burning. 

Her Answer. P. 88. 
Sweet Lord, your flame still burning. 

An Invective against Women, P. 89. 
Are women fair ? I, wond'rous fieur to see toot 

The True Love's Knot. P. 90. 
Love is the link, the knot, the band of unity. 

A Poesy to prove Affection is not Love. P. 91. 
Conceit, begotten by the eyes. 

Eclogue. P. 99. 
Come, gentle Herdman, sit by me. 

The Anatomy of Love. P. 97. 
Now what is Love, I pray thee tell ? 



I 



POEMS, 




ftiifi 2raai«nE» ttaiEUffip?. 



THE LIE. 

(), Soul, the Body's'guest, 
Upon R thftnkless errand; 
Fear not to touch the best; 
The truth shall be thy v 
Go, since I needs must die. 
And give the world the lie. 



Say to the Court it glows, 

Artd shines like rotten woodj 

Say to the Cliurch it showa 

What's good, and doth no good. 
If Church and Court reply, 
Then ^ve them both the lie. 

Tell Potentates, they live 

Acting, by others' action; 
Not lov'd, unless they give; 
Not strong, but by affection. 
If Potentates reply. 
Give Potentates the lie. 

Tell men of high condition, 
Tiiat manage the estate. 

Their purpoBe is ambition; 
Their practice only hate. 



i. 
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And if they once reptj. 
Then give them aU the Uc. 

Tell them that brave it most. 

They beg for more by spending. 
Who in their greatest cost 
Like nothing but commending. 
And if they make reply. 
Then give them all the lie. 

Tdl Zeal it wants devotion; 

Tell Love it is but lust; 
Tell Time it meets but motion; 
Tell Flesh it is but dust: 
And wish them not reply. 
For thou must give the lie. 

Tell .\ge it daily \\-asteth; 

Tell Honour how it alters; 
Tell Beauty how she blasteth; 
Tell Favour how it faulters: 
And as they shall reply. 
Give even* one the lie. 

Tell Wit how much it wrangles 

In tickle points of niceness; 
Tell Wisdom she entangles 
Herself in over-wi:ieness: 
And when they do reply. 
Straight give them both the lie. 
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Tell Physic of her boldness; 
Tell Skill it is prevention; 
Tell Charity of coldness; 
Tell Law it is contention: 
And as they do reply. 
So give them still the lie. 

Tell Fortune of her blindness; 

Tell Nature of decay; 
Tell Friendship of unkiudness; 
Tell Justice of delay: 
And if they will reply. 
Then g^ve them all the lie. 

Tell Arts they have no soundness. 

But vary by esteeming; 
Tell Schools they want profoundness. 
And stand too^ much on seeming. 
If Arts and Schools reply. 
Give Arts and Schools the lie. 

Tell Faith it's fled the city; 

Tell how the country erreth; 
Tell Manhood, shakes off pity; ^ 
Tell Virtue, least preferred. 
And if they do reply. 
Spare not to give the lie. 

* So, Sd and 4th. 
^ Sic in orig. 
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AN INV£CTIVE AGAINST WOMEN. 

ARE women fair? I^ wond*rou8 ftdr to see too; 
Are women sweet? yea» passing sweet they be too; 
Most fiair and sweet to them that inly love them. 
Chaste and discreet to all, save those that prove them. 

Are women wise? not wise, but they be witty; 
Are women witty? yea, the more the pity: 
They are so witty, and in wit so wily. 
That be ye ne'er so wise, they will beguile ye. 

Are women fools? no fools, but fondlings many; 
Can women fond be faithful unto any? 
When snow-white swans do turn^ to colour sable^ 
Then women fond will be both firm and stable. 

Are women saints? no saints, nor yet no devils; 
Are women good? not good, but needful evils. 
So angel-like, that devils I do not doubt them; 
So needful ills, that few can live without them. 

Are women proud? I, passing proud and praise them; 
Are women kind? I^ wond*rous kind and please them; 
Or so imperious, no man can endure them; 
Or so kind hearted, any may procure them. 



lONOTO. 



^»^^#»< 



^^»o»^i»^» 



« Run, 4th. 



THB TBCl UnrrS KNOT. 

L#oTB m tht lak, tht kaot, the buid of anitr. 
And aD tkal love, 4o love wilk their b^or'd to be: 

Love only did decree 

To choBge hit kind in me. 
For though I kved with all the powers of my mind. 
And though^ mw restleie thoughts their rest in her did find. 

Yet are my hopes declin'd, 

Sith she is most unkind. 
For since her bwutits son my frnitlesa hope did breed. 
By abwncc from that son, I hop*d to starve that weed^ 

Though absence did indeed 

My hopes not starve, bat feed. 
For when I shift my place, like to the stricken deer, 
I caiimit shift the shaft, which in mv side I bear: 

Av* me it resteth there. 

The cause is not elsewhere. 
So ha%e I seen the sick to turn, and turn again. 
As if that outward chamre could ease his im/^-ard pain: 

But still, alas! in vain. 

The fit doth still remain. 
Vet goodness is the spring from whence this ill doth grow. 
For gcxxlness caus'd the love, which great respect did owe: 

Respect true love did shewj 

True love thus wrought my woe. 

lONOTO.^ 



* Tbrou^, 3d and 4th. * By, Sd and 4th. 

f Omitted, 4th. 
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A POESY TO PROVE AFFECTION IS NOT LOVE. 

C^oNCEiT, begotten by the eyes^ 
Is quickly born, and quickly dies; 
For while it seeks our hearts to have. 
Meanwhile their' Reason makes his grave: 
For many things the eyes approve. 
Which yet the heart doth seldom love. 

For as the seeds, in spring time sown. 
Die in the ground ere they be grown; 
Such is Conceit, whose rooting fedls. 
As child that in the cradle quails; 
Or else within the Mother*s womb 
Hath his beginning, and his tomb. 

Affection follows Fortune*8 wheels. 
And soon is shaken from her heels; 
For following Beauty or estate. 
Her liking still is turned to hate. 
For all affections have their change. 
And Fancy only loves to range. 

Desire himself runs out of breath, 
And getting, doth but gain his death; 
Desire, nor Reason hath, nor rest. 
And blind doth seldom choose the best: 
Desire attained is not desire. 
But as the cinders of the fire. 

i There, 8d and 4th. 
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Ai thipt in porta desir'd are drawn*d, 
Ai irmt ooce ripe, theD Imils to groandj 
Ai iliet Uwt sedc for flames, are bnm^t 
To cinders by the flames thej sought: 
So food I>Mire, when it attains. 
The life empires, the woe remains. 



And yet some poeto foin would prove, 

AffBCtioo to be perfect love; 

And that desire is of that kind. 

No less a passion of the mind. 

As if wild beasta and men did seek. 

To like, to love, to choose alike. 



w. R,fc 



£CLOGU£. 

SHEPHERD. HEROXAJii. 

Shepherd. 

I^OMB, gentle Herdman, sit by me. 

And tmie thy pipe by mine. 
Here underneath this willow tree. 

To shield the hot sunshine. 
Wliere I have made my Summer bower. 

For proof of Summer beams. 
And deck*d it up with many a flower. 

Sweet seated by the streams. 
Where gentle I>aphDe once a day. 

These flow'ry banks doth walk, 

^ Oaittcd, 4tk. 



I 



^^^^^^^ 








i^ocms feg Sit WLaXUx iS,a\ti^ 93 


And in her bosom bears away 




The pride of many a stalk. 






But leaves the humble heart behind, 






That should her garland diglit; 






And she, sweet soul, the more unkind. 






To set true loves so light. 






But whereas others bear the bell. 






As in her favour blestj 






Her shepherd loveth her as weU, 






As those whom she loves best. 






Herdman. 






Alas! poor Pastor, I find. 






Thy love is lodgd so high. 






That on thy flock thou hast no mind. 






But teed'st a wanton eye. 






If dainty Daphne's looks besot, 






Thy doting heart's desire. 






Be sure, that far above thy lot. 






Thy liking doth aspire. 






To love so sweet a nymph as she. 






And look for love agun. 






Is fortune fitting high degree; 






Not for a Shepherd's swain. 






For she of lordly lads becoyd, 






And sought of great estates; 






Her favour scorns to be enjoy'd 






By us poor lowly mates. 






Wherefore I warn thee to be wise; 






Go with me to my walk. 








A 


tt 





DO. tbott nr'ft loo load, 

i>&r trade io ifle lo hold; 
M]i weeii u cmt a heart doch shroud, 

.\i b^ thiAt's dad in cokl. 
\ZfC :aA.e -^ ;r:::h that I thee tell; 

Hi:^ s'Z'U fk^ Dftf hue sings j 
I h^ C up-ui w-^ '» ierv'd as well. 

Of ShepLervia a& of Kings. 
For proof whereof, old books record, 

That Venus. Queen of Love, 
Would set aside her warlike Lord, 

And youthful pafttors pro\'e. 
How Paris was as well bekyv'd, 

A simple Shepherd's boy, 
.\s after when that he was proved * 

Kin^ Priam's son of Troy. 

^ Wbeo as he was pror'd, 4U1. 
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And therefore have I better hope> 

As had those lads of yore; 
My courage takes as large a scope. 

Although their haps were more. 
And for thou shalt not deem I jest. 

And bear a mind more base; 
No meaner hope shall haunt my breast, 

Than dearest Daphne's grace. 
My mind no other thought retains. 

Mine eye nought else admires; 
My heart no other passion strains. 

Nor other hap desires. 
My Muse of nothing else entreats; 

My pipe nought else doth^ sound; 
My veins no other fever heats. 

Such faith's in Shepherds found. 



Herdman. 

Ah, Shepherd! then I see with grief. 

Thy care is past all cure; 
No remedy for thy relief. 

But patiently endure. 
Thy wonted liberty is fled. 

Fond femcy breeds thy bane; 
Thy sense of folly brought a-bed; 

Thy wit is in the * wane. 
I can but sorrow for thy sake. 

Since love lulls thee asleep; 



^»»#»#»i»»#^##»#»#^ 



^ Can, Sd and 4th. 



> Tby« 4th. 
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Strive not to break the faithful knot^ 

That thinks no pain too much. 
For what contents my Daphne*8 best, 

I never will despise^ 
So she but wish my soul good rest. 

When death shall close mine eyes. 
Then, Herdman, farewell once again. 

For now the day is fled; 
So might thy cares, poor Shepherd swain^ 

Fly from thy careful head. "* 



THE ANATOMY OP LOVE. 

J\ ow what is Love^ I pray thee tell? 
It is that fountain and that well^ 
Where Pleasure and Repentance dwell: 
It is^ perhaps, that sounding bell. 
That rolls ^ all into heaven or hell; 
And this is Love^ as I hear tell. 

Now what is Love, I pray thee® say? 
It is a work on holy day; 
It is December matched with May^ 
When lusty bloods in fresh array. 
Hear ten months after of their play; 
And this is Love, as I hear say. 

"" Signed AnomoSf edit. 1609.' 
• Tolls, ad and 4th. • Pretbee, 4tb. 
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Now whtt It Love^ 1 pray thee^^ fieun? 
It is a sun-shiiie mix'd with rain; 
It It a gentle pleasing pain; 
A flower that dies and springs again. 
It is in faith that would full fiedn; 
And this is Love, and not a stain. 

Yet what is Love, I pray theeP say? 
It is a pretty shadow way. 
As well found out by night as day. 
It is a thing will soon decay: 
Then take the 'vantage while you may. 
And this is Love, as I hear say. 

Now what is Love, I pray theeP show? 
A thing that creeps and cannot go; 
A prize that passeth too and fro, 
A thing for one, a thing for mo. 
And he that proves shall find it so; 
And this is some sweet friend I trow. 



>^^^»^i»^>^^^<»»^#«^i»^i#^i^«#^ 



P Pretbee, 4th. 



?EnD of t^e <^conD Uolume* 
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